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BLOOD BROTHERS 
Young Machetes CD 

Seattle band return with their best album yet, 
adding a new layer of melody amongst the 
tension and intensity that fans will expect. 

DROWNED IN SOUND-9/10 

"as full of violent vitality as its title implies" 

PLAN B - "mellowing little though crafting 
arguably their pop masterpiece" 

PLAYLOUDER - 4/5 - "a magnificent and 
important album" 

THIS IS FAKE DIY - 4/5 - "raw, scathing 
energy all the way" 
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EUROS CHILDS 
Bore Da CD 

Second solo album from the former Gorkys 
frontman. From the album-titled opener 
through to closer 'Aur Yr Haul', we think 
'Bore Da' is Euros' most pop-tastic record to 
date whilst losing none of his customary 
charm and magic. Features live favourite, 
'Henry A Matilda SupermarketSuper'. 

Released 5th March. 

See Euros Childs on tour: 

28th Feb LONDON, ICA 
1st Mar WREXHAM, Central Station 
2nd Mar ABERYSTWYTH, The Bay 
3rd Mar BANGOR, Railway Club 
5th Mar CARDIFF, The Point 
6th Mar WOLVERHAMPTON, Little Civic 
7th Mar MANCHESTER, Late Room 
8th Mar MIDDLESBROUGH, 
The Knights Club 




THE BRONX 
The Bronx CD 

LA's finest return with another punk rock'n'roll 
masterpiece. Miss this at your peril! 

ROCKSOUND- NUMBER ONE ALBUM OF2006 

KERRANG "The most punk rock band in the 
world... ever!" 

NME "The only fucking rock'n'roll band in the 
world today worth believing in" 

New single, 'Shitty Future', available 
February 5th on seven inch and as a download. 

See the band on tour with Rise Against in May: 

Tuelst DUBLIN, Temple Bar 

Thurs3rd CARDIFF, Solus 

Fri 4th OXFORD, Zodiac 

Sat 5th WOLVERHAMPTON, 

Wovles Wulfrun 

Sun 6th LEEDS, Cockpit 

Mon7th GLASGOW, QMU 

Wed 9th NORWICH, Waterfront 

Thu 10th MANCHESTER, MDH 

Sat 12th LONDON, Astoria 



LOS CAMPESINOS! 
We Throw Parties, You Throw 
Knives / Don't Tell Me To Do 
The Math(s) 7" 

Having blazed an incredible trail across message 
boards, blogs and forums since their inception in 
2006, we are now very proud to be releasing the 
first official sounds from Los Campesinos!. 

The debut single from our latest signing will be a 
strictly limited, double A side, seven inch single. 

Released 26th February. 

See the band on tour in March: 

Thurs 1st NOTTINGHAM, The Social 

Fri 2nd BIRMINGHAM, Barfly 

Sat 3rd GLASGOW, Capitol 

Sun 4th MANCHESTER, Late Rooms 

Mon5th LONDON, Spitz 




CLAP YOUR HANDS SAY YEAH 
Some Loud Thunder CD and LP 

Hotly anticipated second album from Clap Your 
Hands Say Yeah, produced by Dave Fridmann 
(Flaming Lips, Mercury Rev, Low etc.). Taking 
their sound to a whole new level, this is a 
fantastic follow up to their classic debut. 

ROCK SOUND "unequivocally adorable" 

ICE "irresistible hooks and memorable song-writing 

UNCUT "(a) fascinating follow-up" 

New single, 'Satan Said Dance' is released 
on February 19th. 




PETER, BJORN AND JOHN 

Peter, Bjorn and John CD 

Falling Out CD 

Objects Of My Affection 7" / Download 

Following on from one of the top singles and 
albums of 2006, we bring you the sounds 
that came before plus a new single! 

The first two Peter, Bjorn and John albums are 
re-packaged with lots of bonus tracks and 
new comments from the band. 

The new single is album favourite 'Objects Of 
My Affection' and features an exclusive remix 
of 'Let's Call It Off' by Girl Talk. 

All released 5th March. 



www.wichita-recordings.com 
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'After seeing the movie, I've noticed 
it's harder for people to dismiss us as 
a bunch of good gimmicks' -Dameison, Pg 36 
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I listened to my first Stooges album today. Man, 
I felt bad, like I'd betrayed a sacred trust. In my 
house, there's always been one cardinal rule, 
y'see - no Stooges, and no Rolling Stones either. 
I never had anything against either group, perse, 
just the people who championed them. Some folk 
may be able to listen to music without prejudice; not 
me. Music has always been more than mere sound 
to me: it's a lifestyle choice, a security blanket, a way 
of dreaming, violet and crimson and scarlet, the 
eldritch kingdom. The Stones, and to a lesser extent 
The Stooges, were anathema to me: the idea of 
rock as rebellion or dangerous when clearly it was 
anything but. Even worse, they were from before 
my time. (You have to understand the conditioning 
I grew up with. Punk really did reinforce the notion 
of there being a Year Zero - 1 976.) 

I can recall ex-buddy Alan McGee sending a 
venomous letter to the NMEln 1 986, complaining 
at a review I wrote of a particularly risible Iggy 
Pop single ('Real Wild Child'), pointing out that 
The Stooges encapsulated rock'n'roll. What better 
reason to avoid and revile them? Rock'n'roll sucked 
- gymnastics by any other name: a male creation 
that by its very nature excluded half the world. 

Still. I couldn't avoid the fact two of my favourite 
live bands - The Birthday Party in the Eighties, and 
Mudhoney in the Nineties -took the yowling, feral 
blues of The Stooges as their blueprint, and aped 
Iggy Pop's moves. I would excuse this to myself: 
live music is context, the time and space it exists in 
matters beyond everything else I'd mutter, refusing 
to face down the contradiction. Perhaps The 
Stooges were great once. Another age, another 
generation, another set of rules. Fuck 'em. I still 
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didn't like the bloated, hair-addled music 'fans' and 
musicians who referenced them. 'I Wanna Be Your 
Dog', 'Loose', '1969'... cliches made impotent 
through overuse. 

Times change. Rock music - as even the NME 
has belatedly woken up to realise, a decade after 
everyone else - is now pretty cool, mostly because 
it's no longer the patriarchal beast it once was. I can 
listen to a Stooges album without prejudice. Or can 
I? There's a new one out this March, Jhe Weirdness, 
theirfirst in 33 years. Time to listen in. Jesus, it 
sounds like Ramones! Jesus, it sounds like Sonic 
Youth (particularly the messy 'You Can't Have 
Friends'). Jesus, it sounds like Mudhoney! Jesus, it's 
nasty and childish and spiteful and all those other 
descriptions I so enjoy giving music I like. Jesus, it's 
alright. There are some weird, instantly forgettable, 
slower songs where Iggy yodels like a bad pub 
singer, but... it's alright. I find the lyrics -banal 
rhymes, near inexcusable from teenagers, certainly 
from a group of fiftysomething men - bordering on 
facile, but... it's alright. 

Who'd have thought? 
Everett True 

I've never been that bothered about The Stooges 
either, or indeed about a large proportion of the 
established rock 'canon'. Their new album is a 
non-event in my world compared to a new release 
by, say, Marnie Stern orZai'mph. But I also reserve 
the right to distrust any movement that declares 
a Year Zero, and uses this as a reason for an 
aesthetic choice. My generation benefited from 
the fall-out of punk, the new possibilities that 
sprung from its scorched-earth policy. But we've 



also seen the negativity of punk's influence - 
the fundamentalism that declared certain music 
off-limits, certain song-lengths too long, certain 
instruments taboo. If I'd heeded punk doctrine, 
I would never have heard the music of Alice 
Coltrane, who died a few weeks ago, aged 69. 

I discovered Alice Coltrane shortly after I first 
stopped being scared of jazz. It's a good way in. 
The earlier body of her music- with its delicate but 
intense grooves played on piano, organ and harp - 
is lush and accommodating at first listen; intricate 
and psychedelic when you give it more time. Then 
you hear the orchestral stuff: her arrangements for 
massed strings, called things like 'Galaxy In Turiya'; 
her take on Stravinsky's Rite Of Spring; the record 
where she conjures up a Pentecostal gospel choir 
chanting Hindu scriptures. . .and it's at this point 
you become either disturbed at her excess or deeply 
convinced by its necessity. I chose the latter, not 
because I shared her spiritual beliefs, but because 
her articulation of them was so compelling, so 
unbearably brave and beautiful, and so single- 
minded. Would a 76 punk have considered her 
to be a hippie, and refused to listen? Maybe. 

The idea of the artist as rebel is, like ET says, 
a hoary old cliche; but Alice Coltrane, I think it's safe 
to say, really did not give a fuck. But yeah, like that 
matters anyway! As Jessica Hopper wrote, the day 
after Alice died: "I used to stare at... the cover of 
Eternity and think that was what I wanted to be 
when I grew up; peace-lady thinking deep in the 
tall yellow grass: singular, un-nameableand brave." 
That's what matters. RIP, Alice: goddess and 
guardian of all women with big ideas, everywhere. 
Frances Morgan 
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This month: the readers are given a toe-pokin', wax romantic over our 
messageboard regulars, and pursue numerical pleasures. Please send all letters 
c/o Frances Morgan, Plan B Magazine, 1 56-1 58 Gray's Inn Rd, London WC1X 
8ED, or email frances@planbmag.com. Letter Of The Month wins a prize -this 
issue, an array of fabulous CDs, hand-picked by the Plan B editorial team. 



letter of the 
month 

On coming out 
of the Chinese 
takeaway after 
a long shift, 
scratching for 
beans behind 
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flatmate Tim 
v^> was jacked by 
three young 
lads, hoods 
up -"Where 
I d'you think 
you re 
goin'?" He was 
then pushed to the floor and given a severe 
toe-pokin' while his pockets were rinsed. 

The first I heard of it was when he came 
in looking slightly ruffled, carrying his satchel 
and, surprisingly, his munch. Hetold me about 



I recently made acquaintance with your radiant 
organ courtesy of All Tomorrow's Parties: what a 
surprise to discover not only a free mag in my chalet, 
but such textual and visuals gems within. 

To those who chide the function or importance 
of colourful music journalism, I herewith present 
some of my favourite recent discoveries, courtesy 
of your publication, by way of retort: 

1 ) Greg out of Deerhoof loves Michael Bolton. 
As a closet Curtis Stigers fan, said revelation from 
such a haywire band installed in me both a livid glee 
and release from my hitherto pent-up shame. 

2) The Hammer Horror babes are still exactly that 
- BABES. They still fantasise about being devoured 
in the neck? Were that I was a vampire. 

3) It's not just me who reckons that Subtle's 
Doseone looks like a bit of a 'geek'. (Your photo 
of them is now up on my wall). 

4) Maxi Priest who sang that reggae-lite Nineties 
hit 'Close To You' is, in fact, a dancehall God. 



the kicking, and how he managed to hold 
onto his phone, wallet (with 50 quid in), food 
and indeed his bag -for which he had to fight 
tooth and nail. 

But all in all he was OK: triumphant if 
subdued. "That's f uckin' great you managed 
to keep hold of your food!" I laughed. "And 
the 50 quid. Was there 'owt in your bag?" 

"Yeah," he said between mouthfuls, 
"some really important stuff. Like Plan B 
and that." 
Matthew Long, Manchester 

Hey Matthew -please pass on our respects 
to your mate Tim. He is a brave man indeed, 
and fully deserves a prize for his tenacity in 
holding onto not only his cash but also his 
noodles and his Plan B. We'll send you both 
a bunch of CDs -good ones, honest, not just 
the crappy ones we can't sell at the Exchange. 
And take care, both of you I It's a jungle out 
there! -Frances 



5) The new Herman Dune album is worth 1 of 
my well-earned pounds (well, my student grant. . .) 

Speaking of splitting with my pennies: I shall 
happily hunt down and buy Plan B from this very 
issue onwards. Sold. 
Jaime Doran, Aberdeen 

This is only the second letter I've written to a 
magazine, but you printed the last one so I thought 
I might as well give you a sequel. 

Since being namechecked in the letters page, 
Luther's head has grown fucking enormous, and he 
had quite a dome on him anyway. He won't admit 
it but I know for a fact he bought two copies. I don't 
know why 'cause it's not like he's got any friends. 
Even his mum leaves the room when he comes in. 

Anyway, I wanted to know why you don't write 
about clubs more, in the live section or something. 
I did get a letter in this Playstation magazine once. 
Jack Forsythe, Sunderland 




Not that we're all forgoing head-to-head with 
other publications you understand Jack, but seeing 
as you already got a letter published in another 
magazine, we'd like to go one further and publish 
two - count them - of your scintillating missives: 
not least because of your pertinent guestion vis-a-vis 
clubs coverage (answer: the more incredible dub 
shenanigans that come our way, the more we shall 
cover them); but also because this Lutherian 
kitchen-sink drama is playing out like a Mike Leigh 
pantomime and frankly I like it. Add to this the fact 
I think I'm developing a crush on Luther: I go for 
a man with cranial amplitude and few friends who 
doesn't get on with his mother. Talking of crushes. . . 

By way of bucking the current trend in dragging 
musical and related discourse off the page and onto 
the internet, I thought I'd get a bit subversive on you 
by raising the subject of your Plan B website forum 
- or rather, my affection toward a couple of posters 
therein -within your actual print edition. That is to 
say, I am writing this letter by way of Valentine's 
communique to my two very favourite message 
board contributors: scarlet sofa-surfer Guanoman 
and linguistic molester Doctor Face. 

To the former I wish to offer up a John Zorn 
duvet set, some iced-coffee sachets and my mixtape 
of Greatest Hits from the musicals. 

To the latter I wish to put forth a Cornelius 
stethoscope, a book with some excellent cat 
illustrations and a series of love hearts I cut out 
of Plan B. 

If this romantic dispatch makes Letter Of The 
Month I'd also like to give Guanoman and Doctor 
Face my prize. Finally: how about some coverage 
of Carla Bozulich in the mag? 
Anonymous, Cape Wrath 

/ will say only this, my dear Anonymous: you are far 
from alone in your clandestine ardour. 

I enjoy your publication a great deal, but I do think 
you might save your readers some time if you 
started rating the albums in the album section. 

If you think a star system is beneath you, maybe 
you could use numbers. Either between one and 1 0, 
or one and 1 00, or even one and 1 ,000 - 1 do not 
think it would be likely any record would really 
deserve zero unless maybe it was The Keane or The 
Razorlight-but I don't think you would review 
those bands. (I would give them one out of 1 0, or 
100, or a 1,000). 
Simon Turns, Sandwell 

Hey Simon, au contraire - we think not that a star 
system is 'beneath ' us at all; indeed, the only thing 
I believe to be 'beneath ' me is a parochial outlet of 
the co-op funeral parlour. As for your suggestion of 
an albums rating system, however -or a 'consumer 
guide' as said classification 's originator, the eminent 
Robert Christgau, might call it -such a method 
would usurp valued page space and wordage 
that, frankly, we feel is put to better use by telling 
you about the record, rather than measuring it. 
MUSIC IS NOT A NUMBER, MY FRIEND. That said, 
small steps: I shall numerically evaluate your 
memorandum, and the remaining intimations on 
this page, and who knows - perhaps it'll catch on. 
Plan B Letter Rating: 73 out of 100-1 gave you 
extra points for initiative, but withdrew a few for 
the brevity of your sign-off 
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motion, heat, noise and waste 

Okkervil River photography: Jean Marc 

Secretly Canadian and Jagjaguwar 
in association with Plan B present 
Motion, Heat Noise And Waste, 
a collection of the aforementioned 
labels' finest specimens from their 
1 1 -year past, eclectic present and 
galloping future. Merek Cooper 
rounds 'em up 



Danielson: Did I Step On Your Trumpet? 

Danielson's latest album Ships is a playful but 
massive undertaking, bringing in collaborators by 
the busload. It squirms away from any attempts at 
definition and is all the better for it. Open your ears. 
From Ships (2006). 

Frida Hyvonen: The Modern 

Frida Hyvonen's music that makes you want to 
freeze moments and hold them crystalline forever. 
Listening to her songs arrests your concentration 
so completely that the world speeds up and you're 
left spinning, her simple piano figures playing 
around your head, her strident voice reverberating 
around your skull. From Until Death Comes (2006). 

Catfish Haven: Crazy For Leaving 

Chicago's Catfish Haven prove there's still room 
in this cynical world for the art of simply playing 
music for pleasure. Equal parts of Van Morrison 
and Otis Redding are stirred into the mix, and before 
you know it, you've given yourselves over to the 
good vibes. From Tell Me (2006). 

Swan Lake: All Fires 

Dan Bejar, Spencer Krug and Carey Mercer working 
together was always going to be a watershed 
moment. The three pull at your heartstrings in 
order to navigate the choppy oceans that their 
music has conjured. Give up and let the undertow 
pull you in. From Beast Moans (2006). 

Ladyhawk: The Dugout 

Eschewing contrivance and showy musicianship, 
these Vancouver boys mine a mainline direct to 
the heart of traditional rock. Continuing a heritage 
that began with Neil Young And Crazy Horse, 'The 
Dugout' might very well prove to be the greatest 
song released last year. From Ladyhawk (2006). 

Parts & Labor: A Great Divide 

The musical equivalent of a wind tunnel running 
full-bore, Parts & Labor are an exhilarating machine. 
And just when you think you can't take any more, 




the vocals arrive and take the whirring contraption 
into the stratosphere. From Stay Afraid (2006). 

Julie Doiron: No More 

Julie Doiron might have a musical pedigree to 
be envied, but she only really came into her own 
when she embarked upon a solo career. Since then, 
she's made a succession of albums, each of which 
quietly improves upon the one before. From Woke 
Myself Up (2007). 

David Vandervelde: Nothin' No 

Superfuzzed and smiling, bigmuffed and baked 
-you really can't help but beam at the carefree 
Seventies soundwash that is 'Nothin' No'. The 
gleaming guitars speed you down a highway 
that's only ever existed in movies or in your mind. 
From The Moonstation House Band (2007). 

The Besnard Lakes: And You Lied To Me 

Widescreen, sparse and beautiful, Montreal's 
Besnard Lakes are the perfect soundtrack to getting 
lost in a pristine wilderness. Open your door and 
set out to find one. From The Besnard Lakes Are 
The Dark Horse (2007). 

Richard Youngs: It Will Soon Be Fire 

A jaw-droppingly brilliant outing from Scottish 
guitar experimentalist Richard Youngs. If this song 
doesn't stop you dead in your tracks, a human heart 
does not beat in your chest. From Sapphie (2000). 

Black Mountain: Druganaut 

Lust is often a crassly handled emotion in heavy 
rock, but Black Mountain are here to change all 
that. Pitching the sale perfectly, the bass and 
drums of 'Druganaut' grind together like the hips of 
surreptitious lovers, while the vocals exude a sleazy, 
come-hither charm. From Black Mountain (2005). 

Pink Mountaintops: New Drug Queens 

Behind its carefully manicured facade, Vancouver 
is a down and dirty town. The Pink Mountaintops, 
like all hip kids on Vancouver's downtown East Side, 



roam the streets and alleyways in search of kicks 
and discover that there's a cracked beauty to be 
found among the overflowing dumpsters and 
discarded syringes. From Axis Of Evol (2006). 

Antony And The Johnsons: Cripple And 
The Starfish 

Every time you approach Antony's music, it seems 
to become more distant, more intangible, yet all 
the more essential - he is, quite simply, beyond 
compare. From Antony And The Johnsons (2004). 

Nikki Sudden: Jangle Town 

Nikki Sudden seems destined only to be properly 
appreciated after his regrettable demise. His 
work is the music of consummate but hard won 
experience. 'Jangle Town' just proves that no 
one did rock'n'roll elegance like Nikki Sudden. 
He will be missed. From Texas/Dead Men 
Tell No Tales (2001). 

Jens Lekman: Black Cab 

Jens Lekman's auteurist creations might hark 
back to an earlier time in pop music, but they brim 
with a character that is his alone. Witty, baroque 
mini-masterpieces like 'Black Cab' are Lekman's 
speciality. From Oh, You're So Silent Jens (2005). 

Oneida: Fat Bobby's Black Thumb 

Genre-hopping Oneida can deftly handle any style 
of music they turn their dextrous hands to. While 
often found queering the boundaries between 
krautrock, spazzcore, psychedelia and folk, 'Fat 
Bobby's Black Thumb' sees them assimilating heavy 
slaps of doom rock into their wide-ranging palette. 
From Come On Everybody Let's Rock (2000). 

Okkervil River: Happy Hearts 

It's not enough to express my love for Daniel 
Johnston with just words on a paper page. I want 
to paint it up a massive wall or trail it behind a low- 
flying aeroplane. He guest-sings on this track and 
that's probably all you need to know. From Don't 
Fall In Love With Everyone You See (2002). 
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Fucked Up 

The Luminaire, London 

Never got inked. Never worn Vans. Never 
joined a circle pit. Liked the music, loved some, 
but always felt like an outsider at hardcore 
shows, repelled by that 'with us or against us' 
camaraderie-as-snobbery, wearied by all the 
rules and dogma and doggerel. So what am 
I doing here, on New Year's Eve, watching kids 
heave each other across ailoor, backs bouncing 
off backs, bodies leaping off a low stage? Glad 
you asked: it's because of Fucked Up. 

I first heard about Fucked Up around the' J 
dawn of 2006 and to my shame, turned my 
nose uQ-a swear in the name, really fucking 
intense, more jumping fodder for fashion 
meatheads. But then I heard their album 
Hidden World- a suite of hardcore epics (not- 
necessarily a contradiction in terms) clocking 
in around eight minutes apiece that painted 
a bloody line between cider-soaked street punk 
and that distant progressive horizon Husker* 
V Du were chasing circa Zen Arcade. And then I 
emailed the band a handful of quettio'ns to rurr 
alongside their alburn 1 review and received back 
dense paragraphs afrout Gnostic philosophy, 
micro-ecological communities, and "the 
multiverse of planes". It was then thatt offered 
to let Fucked Up into my heart. But they 
refused and straight up kicked my ass instead. 

And what's greaj is how fucking vyeird 
they look, so far from all those fringe-tossing 
hardcore cliches. Vocalist Pink Eyes, a Buster 
Bloodvessel lookalike stripped to the wais 
with a big birthmark on his big hairy kidney. 
Mousey bassist Mustard Gas dressed - no, not 
in librarian chic, actually looking like a genuine 
librarian,,^ horn-rimmed glasses and old- 
fashioned dress. "I didn't know they let girls 
in hardcore bands," blurts a guy beside 
me-and he's joking, but at the same time 
not, right? And then there's the music: 
a celebration, utterly, yet not 
a celebration of hedonism an 
destruction, but of I if e 
spirit and possibilities, 
wild-eyed hardcore 
kids chorusing back 
nuggets of esoteric 
mythology- "From 
the Book Of Enoch/ 
To the Bible Codes!" 
-as if their lives, 
or all life, depends 
on it. 

Such belief 
is not unusual. 
Whereas punk 
in the UK 



out of (and dealing in) confusion and chaos, 
US hardcore immediately characterised itself 
b^gfts eagerness tojnstitute rules, styles, faith 
systems: be it the straight-edge philosophy 
of Minor Threat, the emotional revolution/ 
revelation of Rites Of Spring, or the greaseball 
solidarity o£ Rocket From The Crypt. What 
feels different with Fucked Up is the way 
they exchange the physical for metaphysical. 
Looking for a clear message amid the spewed- 
forth screed of "postmodern sycophants" and 
"paradigm shifts" of 'Carriecrout To Sea'? 
Xou might as well.crack The Da Vinci Code. 
But broader strokes emerge from the arcanum. 
'David Comes To Life' is a parable about a boy, 
trying to trick his way into heaven through 
"a back door to a life divine", but is he messing 
with fate? 'Invisible Leader' reclaims the 
idea of faith from theJ3aptists and ~" 
Creationists; belief as a personal 
quest to enlightenment, not 
a stick to beat the non-belTever. 
But truthfully, there'sViotime* 
to consider all this 'til way later 
because right now all you can 
do is try to stay on your feet 
and avoid flying bodies. m 

Thre encore, again, 
is a reminder of Fucked 
Up's confusing, . 
sometimes 
contradictory 
duality. Pink 



Eyes barks 
something . 
about 



settling a feud and invites another big, bal 
guy up on stage, who turns out to be Fat Bob 
-singer from London Oi! band Hard Skin. Bob, 
to his credit, is maybe as drunk as anyone here 
and while he refuses to remove his tartan 
shoulder bag, let alone his T-shirt, as he 
hops about the stage, he seems to 
' know all the words. 

So you made it to 2007. 
There's been some hard 
times but Fucked Up are 



extending a hand. 
All you've got to 
dc is step into , 
the light. 




Not a celebration 
of hedonism and 
'estruction, but 
f life and spirit 
and possibilities 







earthly bounds 
retreating 



Vords: Louis Pattison 
hotoqraphv: Simon Fernandez 
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jakobinarfna 



Words: Louis Pattison 

Illustration: Anke Weckmann 



II \ T*)V 



What's your favourite bit of Icelandic folklore? 

"There are many ghost stories, " says the blond, thickset one, the one who 
looks like a Viking warrior caught mid-way through puberty. "We have 1 3 Santa 
Clauses, all born of the same mother. If her children are naughty, she takes her 
children and brews them in a pot. But parents don't tell that story anymore. " 

"Thirteen days before Christmas, they come to your window and leave 
presents, " adds the second, a slender, striking boy with high, elvish cheekbones. 
"I believed that story until I was 10 years old." 

Outside, just over a lip in the earth, super-heated water bursts from a crack 
in the earth's crust and billows up 60 feet into the air. Inside, in a cafe in Geysir, 
1 00 kilometres north east of Reykjavik, Jakobinarfna eat hot dogs and take nips 
from a passed bottle of tequila. Six boyish men aged from between 1 5 and 1 9, 
Jakobinarfna hail from HafnarfjorSur, a port south of Reykjavik where city 
planners still plot roads to avoid particular rock piles for fear of angering their 
inhabitant elves, dwarves or pixies. 

Despite their striking youth, this is a band already making footprints. Two 
consecutive headline performances at Iceland's annual Airwaves festival, the 
patronage of Rolling Stone magazine, and a record deal with Rough Trade. 
"It's not hard at all to become an Icelandic celebrity," shugs vocalist Gunnar 
Ragnarsson. "It's such a small country, everyone knows each other. But we 
don't aspire to it. It is probably more of an annoyance." 

If the last decade of Icelandic music has, consciously or unconsciously, 
begun to mimic its own stereotypical prompts -the tectonic drift of Sigur Ros, 
the glacial orchestral ambience of Johann Johannsson -Jakobinarfna are born 
from a wholly different urge. Part C86 naivete (the brittle, horny sort, not the 
twee, gender-neutral sort), part firecracker punk rock, Jako's music seems to 
take cues from nothing 
save the six heads and 
12 hands that made 
it. It's an internal 
world that finds its 
mouthpiece in Gunnar, 
who springs across 
the stage casting 
judgements in gruff, 
guttural sing-song. "If 

we give something our disapproval, " he enunciates on 'Nice Guys Don't Play 
Good Music', "We are only stating our own greatness. " 

There is - no, not an arrogance to Jakobfnarfna, but a policy of elitism that's 
seen them put conscious space between other elements on the Reykjavik scene. 
"When you are always surrounded by music you start to think about it more, 
you get a great understanding of how it is built. Now we think 90 per cent, 95 
per cent of bands are shit. " And the five per cent that aren't? " Liars, " decides 
percussionist Siggi (real name: SigurSur Moller Sfvertsen). "I like all that drum 
shit." Gunnarthinksfora bit. "Have you heard the Justin Timberlake album?" 

Before he played music, Gunnar used to make films. "Little movies, just jokes 
and stuff. If I was not in a band I would not be a writer, lam not a songwriter," 
he shrugs, "I am just too lazy to play an instrument. " If anything, Jakobfnarfna 
are perhaps more in step with Iceland's new, verite-inspired filmmakers - see 
Dagur Kari, director of 2003's NoiAlbinoi, or Ragnar Bragason. Siggi even 
appears in the Bragason's new feature, Children - a drama about predatory 
paedophiles. "He gets his nose broken," explains Gunnar. "I had to do this," 
explains Siggi, miming taking a blow to the face. "And then they put on some 
make-up to make my nose look fucked up. " 

So what makes Jakobfnarfna better than the rest? 

"You must have attitude and courage in your music," declares Gunnar. 
"Too many people are being nice." 

And what is courageous about what you do? 

"There is energy in it," Gunnar decides. "Maybe because of our age. 
Because we're all so horny. " 

"It's about going for it," explains Siggi. "It's about exploding." 

www.myspace.com/jakobinarina 



'We have 13 
Santa Clauses' 
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'AMERICA'S BEST NEW BAND' - NME 
THE ALBUM - CD & VINYL} 
RELEASED ON 5TH FEBKUAffT x 
THE SINGLE 'HANG ME UP TCTDRY' OUT i 



THE SINGLE 'HANG ME Ul 

www.coldwarkids.com 
www.myspace.com/coldwarkids 



OUT NOW 



cold war Litis 



ROBBERS & COWARDS 



BENLJY PERREE 

LEAVING THENEST 
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.d tour: akron/family 

. . „s: kicking k 

Four rural Americans relocate to Brooklyn, rent small 
apartment to act as non-aligned micro-state and 
metaphorically root actual beards into the leylines 
buried beneath city streets - in much the same 
way the resultant records' overgrown geometry 
bisect genre and mood. They translate communal 
folksomeness thru grasping, intuitive arrangements 
and accumulations of found sounds. Discovered and 
championed by Michael Gira, upon whose Young God 
label the band's albums are released, Akron/Family 
create congregational pandemonium-cum-rhythmic 
epidemics from archaic instruments, their own bodies 
and home recording. 

Meek Warrioris the foursome's third record, and 
was assembled in vans and recorded in the barest of 
spaces available in a perpetual tour schedule that has 
seen friends fear for their health. It's symptomatic of 
the way in which the whole took on some semblance 
of a shared dream, individual roles and parts blurred 
into an amorphous force of notes and tones that spin 
centrifugally apart only to draw back in, spinning 
drunkenly on an axis of handclaps that knit and click 
like an arching spine. 

In their own words... 

Blessing Force 

"A poor take on Miles Davis' On the Corner. 
An attempt to approximate dropping the needle 
randomly onto the drum solo on side three of Allman 
Brothers' Live At Fillmore East A want to clear oneself 
to allow the space for blessing force. . .A really long, 
schizophrenic jam tune that is first on our record. " 

Meek Warrior 

"La la la. . .Shambala. . .Akron continues into the 
depths of the a/b, or contrary contexts. . .We are still 
trying to learn how to play songs simply. The still 
harkening over and over again to Neutral Milk Hotel 
a la distro bass entry. Choosing to look away or 
towards heartbreak. . .The beginning of compassion?" 

No Space In This Realm 

"Universal beginnings. . .Sun Ra allusions mixed 
Buddha stylie. . .OG acoustic space G jam. . .Blatant 
piano balladry minus piano. . . " 

The Rider (Dolphin Song) 

"Outer space. . .Evo/devo/love. . .Love mind 
planetary. . . Scifispacerock tribute. . . Mess, having 
f un . . . Don't forget to . . . not take this so seriously. " 

At which point, hardy Plan B initiate, it's time for you 
to put mere words behind, go forth and bravely 
purchase, or else download and assimilate Meek 
Warriorto hard drive. You probably won't know what 
to think on first contact, but sooner or later, you'll be 
abusing medication and rolling around in a half-lotus 
to this. The circle of life is complete. 
www.akronfamily.com 




why i hate...jock'n'roll 

Words: Nicola Meighan 
Illustration: John Bagnall 



First off, a disclaimer: I dig The Proclaimers. Their 
ribald bifocals; their wizened fizzogs: their penchant 
for rhyming 'vision' with 'Wishaw'. But do I reckon 
that any of their championship tartan anthems 
-from 'Letter From America' to 'Sunshine On Leith' 
- should feature in the definitive Scottish Top 20, 
as debated at The Great Jock'n'Roll Single website? 
Do I fuck. 



The sonic chronicle 
inevitably lunges into 
a dither of Simple 
Minds and Runrigs 



Believe me, I'm tempted by sentimentality. 
Aneka's 'Japanese Boy' - a Gaelic-geisha caterwaul 
toward which I harbour a rapturous ardour -was 
the first record I ever bought. Similarly, The Corries, 
(most notorious beard-jig: 'Flower Of Scotland'), 
were the first live band I ever saw. Does that mean 
I should rate these formative atrocities above The 
Associates' 'Party Fears Two' or Teenage Fanclub's 
'God Knows It's True'? Hell no. 

Yet this lure of misty reminiscence - of wistful, 
heather-addled passion - is threatening to defame 
the great name that is Scottish Pop. From Mogwai, 
The Vaselines, The Rezillos and The Pastels; to 
Strawberry Switchblade, The Jesus And Mary Chain, 
and Jesse Garon And The Desperadoes; the stalwart 
ancestry of our arable land is under ambush. Orange 
Juice are overcast by Wet Wet Wet; Fire Engines 



are cauterised by Hue And Cry; as folks from 
Aberdeen to Albuquerque vote online and decree 
that history favours Darius over Alasdair Roberts; 
that 'Love Is All Around' comes to define our 
nation's aural topography. 

Apparently helmed by a man called Dave and 
some dude known only as The Cat, The Great 
Jock'n'Roll Single was instigated last year. The 
custodians claim they'll keep ballots open 'til The 
Close Lobsters' 'I'm Going To Heaven...' gets to 
Number One - but with this open-endedness 
comes an encroachment of blue-eyed 'soul'. While 
The Associates are bopping in pole position, and 
Top 1 entries include Franz Ferdinand's 'Take Me 
Out' and Aztec CAmera's 'Oblivious'; the sonic 
chronicle inevitably lunges into a dither of Simple 
Minds and Runrigs - and they're gaining ground. 

But if the Jock'n'Roll census threatens to imperil 
the legacy of Scotch pop, so too does it arouse 
debate upon quite what constitutes 'Jock' in the 
first place: both Big Country and Franz are eligible 
for election, despite being zero and 25 percent 
'officially' Scottish respectively. The Bhundu Boys, 
meanwhile - who conducted much of their 
kaleidoscopic art from two-bit bed-sits in the 
Central Belt - are woefully disqualified; as are 
the Eurythmics and The KLF: despite both being 
of one half highland descent. 

What's more, there's a conspicuous - nay, 
painful - dearth of King Creosote, Belle And 
Sebastian, Bis, Ballboyand Delgados short-players 
in there. Texas' 'I Don't Want A Lover' ranks higher 
than Camera Obscura's 'Lloyd, I'm Ready' and Arab 
Strap's 'The First Big Weekend': for shame. 

The lack of latter-day tracks in the chart's 
venerated echelons suggests the halcyon days of 
Scots pop are behind us: over two-thirds of the 
current Top 20 are from the Eighties - from the 
angular art-ruckus of the decade's inception, to 
the Tory-bashing stadium bombast that fortified 
late-Eighties Glasgow (Deacon Blue etal). 

I guess that's the real reason I hate Jock'n'Roll. 
It makes me nostalgic. It makes me feel old. 

www.jocknroll.co.uk 
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On CD and DVD 
OUT NOW 

Features over 60 minutes 
of live music, including 
the previously unreleased 
Behind The House 
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New West Records | Released by Essential Music & Marketing | Distributed by Pinnacle 




* BR^HTfeR BEAT 



WEw AL&v»i out FEB. 24111^ 



available on cd / cdx / Ip / dl 
features the single "a brighter beat", 
out now on ltd. 7" & dl 

on tour with badly drawn boy in february 

headline dates in march: 

17th bristol, thekla (08713 100000) 

18th birmingham, glee club (0870 241 5093) 

19th norwich, arts centre (01603 660 352) 

20th london, king's college (0870 400 0688) 

21st nottingham, social (08713 100000) 

22nd manchester, life cafe (0161 832 1111) 

23rd newcastle, cluny (0191 230 4474) 

24th glasgow, classic grand (0870 169 0100) 

25th inverness, ironworks (0871 7894 173) 



www.malcolmmiddleton.co.uk www.fulltimehobby.co.uk www.fopp.co.uk 
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cooking with... 

Chocolate Crispy Cakes 

You will need: 

30g sugar 

30g butter 

30g cocoa 

One tablespoon golden syrup 

30g Cereal (eg. Cornflakes) 

Scales 

Saucepan 

Metal tablespoon 

Cake cases 

Directions 

1 . Put the sugar, cocoa and butter into the saucepan. 

2. Add one tablespoon of golden syrup. This will be 
easier if you warm the metal spoon in hot water first. 

3. Melt the ingredients slowly, taking great care they 
do not boil. 

4. When melted, remove the saucepan from the cooker 
and cool slightly. 

5. Add the cereal and stir them in with the metal spoon. 

6. Drop your mixture by spoonfuls into the cake cases. 

7. Leave them to set. 

8. Add marshmallows for The Pipettes' touch. Then dig 
in... delicious! 

(The Pipettes) 

inanimate objects 

Do you have any lucky and/or sentimental 
items you keep with you everywhere? Do 
you have any superstitions and/or rituals - 
as an individual or a band? What's the item 
of clothing you could never throw away 
(whether it still fits or not)? 

"There are a couple of T-shirts which I use to play, 
and this for about a year or four - always the same 
ones - so you could say that I have some strange 
habits. Call it superstitious behaviour! " 
(The Glimmers) 

"Clothes are completely expendable to me. As long as 
there's a Marks & Spencer's open, I'll be alright. I don't 
get attached to clothes; fashion is for morons. " 
(Aidan Moffat, L Pierre) 

"I keep a quartz crystal hanging above my heart at 
all times. It helps keep me centered and balanced. I 
could never throw away my Led Zeppelin Live At The 
Kingdome 1 977 T-shirt that I got from my first girlfriend 
when I was 1 7. It still fits me perfectly, although it's 
been disputed as to whether or not it still belongs to 
me. So it hangs in my closet. " 
(Jordan, The Blood Brothers) 

" My record bag is kind of a collection of souvenirs 
itself, as it looks like anything that goes in ne wQi ' -»' « 
it. Phone numbers, flyers, song requests, fan,,, U u . 
(DJ Mehdi) 




tetine 

Words: Ana Garcia 
Photography: Sam Ashley 



" I guess the changes in the work - musically or 
visually speaking - are reflections of what we're 
living," starts Bruno Verner, half of Sao Paulo's 
punk-funk duo Tetine. "It's very autobiographical; 
it is a real-time experience." 

I have known Tetine since 1 999, a year before 
they established themselves in London. I remember 
they started out as an experimental duo - Eliete 



'Our show was a love- 
declaration to Rio's 
funk' 



Mejorado was part of the radical performance art 
scene in Sao Paulo and Bruno was a post-punk 
musician and poet. They used to be an experimental 
rock duo, although their love for electronica has 
always been there. And now they are all into baile- 
funk and Miami bass. They recently relaunched 
'A Historia da Garga' (Soul Jazz) and 'L.I.C.K My 
Favela' (Kute Bash) on vinyl. They were even the 
ones that introduced YOU to funk carioca, but 
we'll talk about that later. . . 

They've always divided the microphones, 
pick-ups and all the electronic paraphernalia with 
the aim of creating dialogue and provoking the 
audience. "I love it when I have that feeling that 
both parts are really celebrating the moment," 
says Bruno. "And it doesn't matter if it is 'L.I.C.K 
My Favela' - which is totally beat-driven - or a quiet 



performance like 'Turkish Bath', which is more like 
an installation of melancholic sounds and imagery 
about men in private showers." 

Eliete and Bruno met for the first time at the 
Teatro Oficina (Theatre Workshop) in Sao Paulo 
and began working together, improvising with 
piano and voices. "What came out of it was so 
strange, so atonal and beautiful, that we decided 
we should do something as a band," recalls Bruno. 
"We wanted to make music that was personal 
- that wasn't necessarily connected to what was 
going in Brazil back then." 

It didn't take long before they set up their own 
record label, High School Records (in their kitchen) 
and self-financed 1 ,000 copies of their debut 
'Alexander's Grave' and playing around the 
underground as much as possible, while organising 
art exhibitions and festivals. Tetine was born and 
ready to seek other boundaries, leaving Brazil to 
reside in London in 2000. 

A few years later, and they were invited to host 
a weekly radio show, Slum Dunk. "The idea was to 
play 'unexpected' Brazilian underground electronic 
music as opposed to the whole bossa nova or 
drum'n'bass thing that was more frequently 
associated with the country," remembers Eliete. 
"Bruno and I were completely in love with the 
whole funk scene and the female MCs, so we 
decided we should do a show and proposed it to 
Resonance FM. That's how funk carioca came to 
Europe - basically through the airwaves of this small 
studio in Denmark Street. We'd play every single 
artist from Rio, from the less well-known acts such 
as Bonde fas Bad Girls to the Proibidoes and even 
the big stars like Tati (Quebra Barraco). It was pretty 
much like a love-declaration to Rio's funk. " 

Soon the show was followed by a compilation. 
"We selected the tracks we loved the most and 
mixed it in the style of the show. We had no idea 
it would become such a big thing like it is right now. 
I remember when we released the album in 2004, 
it was very difficult to get it in the right places. The 
distributors didn't really know what to do with it. . . " 

www.tetine.net 
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DOUBLE CD OUT FEBRUARY 

ON TOUR FEATURING MSTRKRFT 
DIGITALISM SHITDISCO SHAKES 
THESE NEW PURITANS & FOALS 

DJSETS FROM SIMIAN MOBILE DISCO EROLALKAN 
AJAX KLAXONS NEW YOUNG PONYCLUB THE GOSSIP 

& MODULAR DJs CHECK www.modularpeople.co.uk FOR MORE DETAILS 



FRI 16 FEB LIVERPOOL EVOLATKOROVA 
SAT 17 FEB MANCHESTER THEROADHOUSE 



SAT 17 FEB PRESTON GASH AT 53 DEGREES 
SAT 24 FEB THE PLUG 

SAT 24 FEB LONDON TURNMILLS 
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MSTRKRFT 

Debut Album -The Looks 

In Stores 26th Feb 

Live atTurnmills 24th Feb 



HeMiAi 



myspace.com/modularuk 
mstrkrft.com 
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Aid an Moffat 



omething you really 
hate. ..Musical style, genre, place, music biz 
standard, advert, ideology, trend, political 
creed, etc. Do you have any phobias? 

"Where to begin ... I loathe the music industry, I always 
have, and it's a thousand times worse since I put my 
first record out 1 years ago. I don't buy into this 
MySpace stuff because I think it has flooded an already 
over-saturated medium with utter shit, mostly. For 
every good band, there's 1 0,000 bad ones, and I think 
that music is losing its value. It really is a dying artform; 
the mystery is gone, anyone can do it. 

" I can't stand anchovies, they're fucking vile. 
I think Jeremy Kyle should be hung by the neck until 
dead, yet I find that I cannot draw my eyes from 
his show in the morning. I think we have a serious 
immigration problem in the UK: I don't mean refugees 
and Eastern Europeans struggling to find a better life 
in our nation, I just think we should all agree to send 
Madonna back to the USA. Nick Griffin. Thick, drunk, 
violent hooligans in the taxi rank in Sauchiehall Street, 
most nights of the week. Unnecessary cosmetic 
surgery, especially boob jobs. I could go on . . . 

" I fear ice. Not the kind in your glass, the kind on 
the ground when it's cold. And fish bones." 
(Aidan Moffat, L Pierre) 



disco damaged 

Recount any tour injuries you've had, and 
how you attained them (points for style, 
naturally). Likewise, what's the worst 
equipment failure you've had and what 
were the consequences? Have any of your 
crowds (or fans) got out of control and 
done something similar? Have you ever 
had a show shut down by The Man? 

" I once kicked someone in the head when they tried 
to grab my microphone. I don't like it when someone 
tries to grab my microphone. I react violently. Although 
lam, at heart, a pacifist." 
(Aidan Moffat, L Pierre) 

"As a DJ, you're so dependent on technology and 
equipment, it's frustrating. But with the right records, 
mindset and, more specifically, the good crowd, I guess 
you could always get a party started with any Michael 
Jackson record. 

"One time in Zurich, Switzerland, some thugs were 
so mad at us for taking their girls out to our hotel that 
they simply set fire in the hotel lobby, thus creating 
great panic and entire hotel evacuation at five in the 
morning. I really, really want to go back there. " 
(DJ Mehdi) 

"One time I lost my voice to the point where I couldn't 
play a show we had scheduled in New Jersey. Johnny 
had to try to do both our parts while I watched from the 
side. Very awkward. I didn't know if I was supposed to 
clap between songs or not. . . " 
(Jordan, The Blood Brothers) 




read the label: trikont 

Words: Sean Michaels 



Songs plucked by 
experts, by obsess ives, 
by men and women 
with golden ears 





Since 1 995, the German record label Trikont 
has released four - yes, four - compact discs 
with nothing other than recordings of the classic 
standard 'La Paloma'. Five hours of 'La Paloma. 
One hundred and three versions of 'La Paloma'. 
'La Paloma' byXavierCugat. la Paloma' byAmon 
Duul II. "La Paloma" by Humphrey Bogart. The 
earliest renditions are from the 1 9th Century, the 
latest from 1996. Each comes with extensive liner- 
notes, in German and English. 

John Peel was delighted with the series, and 
gradually played every single track on his program. 
That's no surprise: the idea sounds utterly, 
unflinchingly and (let's admit it) appealingly daft. 
But what most listeners won't expect is the beauty 
of these records: the way a string of 1 00 Palomas 
begins to change the light in the room. My saddest, 
hardest, dampest Scottish nights became dipped in 
lamplight, warm with nostalgia. There was so much 
reassurance in all the same-but-different. 

I have no doubt that Trikont is fully aware of the 
hypnotic effect of 'La Paloma'. Theirs was a label 
born out of the desire to change, move and shake 
people. "We only do records, " says founder Achim 
Bergmann, "which we [feel] are necessary to do. " 

Trikont was not originally a record label: they 
began in 1 967 as a publisher of 'radical' books, 
releasing works such as Che Guevara's diaries. 
In Seventies Germany, Bergmann asserts, "The 
most important music for the radical movement 
was the underground rock'n'roll of the USA and 
the UK. There was hardly anything similar like that 
in the German popular cultural tradition, so the 
movement here had to invent their own forms of 
expression - which Trikont then put on records" . 

Trikont's first releases were by political singer- 
songwriters and rockers such as west Berlin's 
Ton Steine Scherben, but by the early Eighties 
Germany's "radical movement" was disappearing 
- displaced by punk and middle-age. Trikont had 
to "discover musical styles in the wider world which 
express similar attitudes" . And so for the past 20 
years there have been two sides to the label. On the 
one hand, there are " bands and artists who are 
mostly German and sing for the German-speaking 
public" - the accordion glitch of Attwenger or the 
broken-hearted rock of Ich Schwitze Nie. And the 
other part, Bergmann says, "is the compilation 
series which presents different popular cultures 
and subcultures and tells their stories, in the way 
a good radio DJ - like John Peel - would do. " 

Peel was an enormous fan of Trikont, and 
it's easy to see why. Their compilations are 
breathtaking - songs plucked by experts, by 
obsessives, by men and women with golden ears. 
There are albums of yodelling, of funeral marches, 
of hillbilly and klezmer and Turkish club music. 
Down & Out offers Northern Soul while Finnischer 
Tango is a remarkable collection of minor-key 
Finnish tango music-the liner notes describing the 
tango as 'Finland's blues'. The Flashbacks series 
collects grouped drug songs, novelty songs, gospel 
songs, sad songs (and more) from America, pre- 
1947. In all of these compilations, it's not just the 
astute artist selection - it's how extraordinary the 
songs are, judged individually. "It is all music," 
Bergmann explains, "in which people proudly 
express themselves in their daily existence with self- 
confidence, fantasy and creativity. " They make me 
want to learn to sing along. 

www.trikont.com 
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Words: Chris Ballard, kicking_k, Frances Morgan 

Illustration: Danny Sturgess 



Animal Collective 

People (Fatcat) 

Frances: They're making more interesting 
singles as their albums get more 
conventional and song-y. 
Chris: Is it stuck? 

Kick: Sound engineers probably love this 
band. Or hate them, maybe. 
Frances: It's a big-sounding small record. 
Tons of echo. The occasional crash. 
Chris: It sounds likes something that has to 
be part of a greater whole to make sense. 
Kick: I like the way they start flipping out 
even though the music hasn't changed. 
Frances: Sometimes it gets a bit wearing. 
Like, OK, now it's the screamy bit. . . 
Chris: I'd like to be in the pub with people 
like that. At 1 0pm they'd start screaming. 
Andthenat 10.15, stop. 

Tiga 

Move My Body (Only4Erol Mix) 
(Different) 

Chris: On the day that he [Erol Alkan] has 
announced that Trash is closing to coincide 
with their 10th anniversary... 
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Frances: I liked it until the vocals happened. 
Chris: The production is good but the helium 
version ofGollum isn't really my thing. Is 
there a dub? 

Kick: It's pretty pedestrian dancefloorfare 
-walk don't run, if you will... 
Frances: Yeah, but that's what people 
at Trash want. Nothing too weird, like. 
Kick: I hate the way drugs in clubs tend 
toward conservatism. Like people who are 
mashed just want constant reassurance. 
Frances: Totally. They need everything to be 
the right amounts. BPMs, filters, everything. 
Kick: If stuff went too psychedelic they'd 
properly lose it. 

Camera Obscura 

If Looks Could Kill (Elefant) 

Frances: Camera Obscura are one of my 

guilty schmindie pleasures. 

Kick: Sounds like a disco in an early Ken 

Loach film. And our heroine is sitting at the 

edge watching her slightly prettier friend 

giggling with two boys... 

Chris: There's a strange thing going on here: 

I'm not sure if it's a record that sounds like it 



wants to be big and plush or recorded in 
a bin. 

Frances: They started off around the same 
time and place as Belle And Sebastian. But 
it was only recently (with the production of 
the Concretes dude) that they've really got 
much recognition outside of Glasgow. 
So basically they're Swedes from Scotland. 
Which answers yr question, Chris. 
Kick: . . .but she is not really jealous 'cause 
she has a rich internal life. 

Rat:Att:Agg 

Can We Fix It? (Moshi Moshi) 

Kick: One Test Icicle and, urn, some of his 
doggs. Wear rosettes, apparently. 
Frances: Brilliant! Rosettes! Wankers! Sorry. 
Kick: I like how shambolic it is. 
Frances: I like that they have a brass section. 
More brass please! Brass could save it. Fix it, 
even. I only like shambolic-with-intent. 
Chris: I wonder if they do dance moves. 
At least with my beloved minimal it has some 
sense of propulsion (or lack thereof), and you 
can riff on that. 
Kick: I like its endearing sludginess. 



Jarvis Cocker 

Don't Let Him Waste Your Time 
(Rough Trade) 

Kick: I like that the CD has all the lyrics 
printed in a conservative font in the front 
like an old Penguin classic. I guess that's 
because the words are the point. 
Frances: This is an example of Jarvis' weak 
points, those being: lumpy music, really 
obvious, supposedly female-friendly lyrics. . 
Chris: It's a shame that we're so starved of 
pop personalities that we have to revive 
Jarvis in order for someone to say anything. 
Kick: He's not saying much, though, is he? 
What's his point? Men are bad? One 
particular man is bad? 
Frances: Men are bad apart from him. 
Kick: That's what I figure, but he doesn't 
seem to have - ahem - inserted anything 
of himself into the song. . .He's stayed 
offstage. 

Lady Sovereign 

Love Me Or Hate Me (Casual/Island) 

Frances: That's the kind of title that 
reviewers love. 
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Kick: This is the reeeeemix featuring Missy 

Elliott. I get kind of warm hearing them 

namecheck each other. 

Frances: Warm? Where? 

Kick: In my heart. 

Chris: Missy sounds bored. But she does 

have 1 2 cars. 

Kick: In the video, Sov is constructed 

from Tetris pieces -topped MTV's 

most requested. 

Chris: As a rapper, as a personality, I don't 

find her interesting beyond the UKG forum 

bratkid to Rocafella rags-to-riches angle. 

Frances: It needs to jump up and down 

a bit more. 

Bloc Party 

The Prayer (Wichita) 

Kick: I could never make it through the first 
record. Didn't hate it, just the accumulation 
wearied me. It's quite - oh, was gonna say 
droney - but now those synths . . . 
Frances: From sinister to boring. 
Kick: To be fair, it's different to what they 
made their name with - but the cynical part 
of me can't help but see a conversation in 
which this was picked as the 'unexpected' 
comeback single... That thing wherein a 
popular band want to be seen as deep and 
cool. As well as rich. 
Frances: Well, yeah. The chorus is what 
exposes the experimentalism as a bit of 
a sham. 

Chris: He sounds very, very serious about 
what he's saying. 

Bonnie 'Prince' Billy 

Lay & Love (Domino) 

Frances: This is off his album. And it is nice. 
Because Dawn McCarthy (Faun Fables) is on 
it. There you go, that's my review. . . 
Kick: I like that he has found a friend. I bet 
they are playing on a tyre swing right now. 
Frances: COUPLE MUSIC -isn't it? 



Jon Hopkins 

Circle My Demise (Fence) 

Frances: This is from the 'experimental' wing 

of Fence Records. It's a man with a piano. 

With some 'textures' beneath it. 

Kick: Maybe he is making the piano noise 

with his mouth or something. 

Chris: The secret art of beatpianoboxing. 

Imagine someone putting this on at the end 

of a dinnerparty... 

Frances: Drunk people would cry. 

Kick: And everyone would fuck like rabid 

dogs. 

Chris: It would be glorious! 

Frances: Fucking and crying at the same 

time? That would be horrendous. 

Kick: One of my friends (hello Lisa !) talks 

about 'cranking' - crying while wanking. 

Frances: Yeah, I think we had something 

about that in Plan B once. 

Kick: It is an experience all indie types share. 

Kelis 

Lil Star (Virgin) 

Kick: Oh fuck, it's a ballad. "There is nothing 

special about me - 1 am just a little star. " 

BEST LYRIC OF THE DAY. 

Frances: Is this like a charity record? What is 

it trying to achieve? Apart from great hilarity 

in the Plan £ office? 

Kick: I dunno. it's like Kelis was sad one day, 

but still fundamentally extremely proud of 

being Kelis. . . I don't like saying bad things 

about Kelis, though. 

Frances: No, me neither, but this is silly. 

Kick: It only lasts about 1 seconds, as well. 

What's the point? 

Frances: VALENTINE'S DAY RELEASE 

Kick: You are not wrong. 

Cajuan 

Raven (Fine) 

Chris: I don't really like dance music in the 
winter. It's my summer sport. 



Fucking and crying at the 
same time? That would be 
horrendous 



Kick: I can imagine one half of a couple 
putting this on while the other unpacks the 
shopping. Then they fuck like rabid dogs. . . 
Chris: . . .while listening to Bloc Party. 
Kick: I've actually gone numb beneath the 
waist. 

Jack Pehate 

Second, Minute Or Hour (Young Turks) 

Kick: This is like, hipster rockabilly or 
something, yes? 

Frances: This dude is named after one of 
those Spanish things you hit with sticks and 
sweets come out. What would happen if we 
hit him with sticks? Can we try? Can I do it? 
Chris: We're supposed to be seeing him in 
a small shop tomorrow. They're bribing us 
with lunch. 

Frances. I'll bring a fucking stick. And hit 
him. And my excuse will be, I thought he was 
one of those things that sweets come out of. 
Kick: Eat first. 

Chris: It's got that Jamie T enunciation. 
Frances: I hate it when you can hear a singer 
panting. When they are clearly making no 
fucking effort whatsoever. 



Frances: What is yr winter sport? 

Chris: Hibernating. And listening to us fail 

again at cricket. 

Kick: I like this - it's minimal, but has a really 

slow pop tune running through it like a 

guitar solo evolving at the rate of plant 

growth. For me to get intoxicated by dance 

music I think I need something beautiful - 

and ideally, melancholy. Euphoria doesn't 

work so well for me. 

Joan As Police Woman 

The Ride (Reveal) 

Kick: The press release predicts it will 
appear in many end-of-year polls. 
Presumptuous finks. 

Chris: Press release predicts that lazy writers 
will put that in their lazy reviews. . . 
Kick: I've yet to meet the press release that 
can keep pace with my blistering vacuity. 
Frances: COUPLE MUSIC AGAIN (possibly). 
Kick: This is worse than couple music - IT'S 
ANNIVERSARY MUSIC. And they both have 
a terminal disease. THAT THEY GAVE TO 
EACH OTHER. 
Frances: OH GOD. 




playlist: 20 jazz funk greats 

Words: S2FG+S3FG*1FG 

Illustration: Holly Wales 



Kraftwerk - Ruckzuck (Philips) 

This is all about the boys' fixation 
with Iannis Xenakis, John Cage and 
Pierre Boulez. Inside the album 
sleeve (Kraftwerk 1) is some lovely 
pictures of them in leopard print 
shirts with thin white ties and those 
pointy glasses glamorous women 
in the Fifties used to wear. I wonder 
if they rode their bicycles in this get- 
up? Kraftwerk's image is as 
absorbing as their music, the way it 
should be for all great artists. 

Chromatics - Glass Slipper 
(Troubleman United) 

Take the otherworldly neon-murder 
ofSuspiria, the disjointed narrative 
of some German surrealist's 
apocalyptic celluloid nightmare and 
Tim Burton's deathly colour scheme 
and you have one blazin' film. 
Chromatics would record the 
soundtrack. New LP Shining Violence 
out soon on Troubleman Unlimited. 

The Knife - Pass This On 
(Live Version) (Brille) 

The original Deep Cuts is pure Euro- 
sex-pop, but live it's an arpeggiated 
demon from 201 2, with spiderweb- 
like construction and monotonal 
android vocals blasted from a crystal 
citadel on the dark side of the Moon. 
To be found on the rare as hell 'Take 
My Breath Away' seven-inch single. 

Koto - Chinese Revenge (GDC) 

20JFG sympathizer Gfnuinf Guy 
says this has a "how balloons are 
made" sound to it, but it's also 
the Disney version of Bladerunner 
condensed into six minutes of 
pastel-pink Italo disco brilliance. 

Child Pornography 

- We Got Balled (Not Not Fun) 

20JFG have always been staunch 
supporters of Child Pornography, a 
gang of synth miscreants who sound 
like Les Georges Leningrad prancing 
on a bed of barbed wire. This is from 
their great 1 2-inch split with Quern 



Feral no 
wave 

Neubauten 
babes 



Quaeritis released by the Not Not 
Fun folks. 

Yellow Swans - True Union 
(Load) 

A scanner measures the dimensions 
of your heart before the needle 
pumps it with darkness. Yellow 
Swans sound like Wolf Eyes would 
if they read obscure esoteric manuals 
instead of Swamp Tin ing comics. 
This tune starts their Psychic 
Secessions album. 

Coughs - Life Of Acne (Load) 

Feral guerilla no wave (strike one) 
Neubauten babies beat on metal 
bidons, pots and pans, (strike two) 
yelp spin rise and fall like god 
shattered maniacs, (strike three) 
now we're inside the burning ghost 
dance circle. Best gig of the year; 
also check out their new album 
Secret Passage. 

Boredoms - Super Roots 7 
(boriginal version) (Very 
Friendly) 

In Japan there is this giant size 
laundrette you can go to where they 
feed you mushrooms and stick you 
in a mammoth tumbledryerfull of 
long-haired musicians on a rigorous 
drumming decathlon. If you're a real 
fetishist you can pay the full whack 
and opt for the long spin cycle, 
the hardcore burn with optional 
Braindead gore. When you come 
out this is what the remnants of your 
sanity puke back up at you. If you lick 
your lips you can taste the cherry pie. 

20jazzfunkgreats.blogspot.com 
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in the mix: f ursaxa 

The mixtape as time-capsule; music 
that detonates across the years. . . 

Mendelssohn - Venetian Gondola Song 2 

"Performed by Guiomar Novaes. Good for days 
where clouds hide in a hole in the sky and rain 
makes applesauce." 

Sister R Mildred Barker- Prayer Song 

"I shall display myself in beauty, shining like silver. 
For the Divinity, who is without any beginning, shines 
forth in great splendour. We cannot completely grasp 
God's mysteries." 

Brigitte Fontaine - L'Auberge 

"A song of great beauty which encompasses sun, sky, 
water and earth, bringing to mind the cult of Soma. 
Temples with moss covered stones shine forth and 
bring wisdom to all who are open to entering. Soon to 
be interpreted by Anahita. . . " 

Tom Ehrlich -Whirling 

" Pink frosty skies, clouds float on by. Lights sing to me, 
with your radial symmetry. Snow is falling, the moon is 
calling. Serendipity." 

The Family Of Apostolic - Water Music 

"Water is an element to embrace. It is the sea and 
inner realms of the dream world. It is feeling and magic 
and moon madness. It is the element of ecstasy and 
unconscious bliss, the deep enjoyment of the heart 
and the flow of love. Listen to the water music and 
the alluvion will reveal itself." 

Michael Hurley- Sweedeedee 

"Clothes that are dried on a clothesline smell better. 
Bread that is baked in a wood stove tastes divine. 
Stars seen from a mountain peak are brighter in the 
sky. Sweedeedee " 

Buffy Sainte-Marie - God Is Alive, Magic 
Is Afoot 

"Inherent in the practice of natural magic is the 
belief that all objects, animate and inanimate, 
have some force or spirit whose powers and energies 
can be tapped. Listen and the illuminations will 
be thine." 

Linda Perhacs - Parallelograms 

"Metamorphosis can be a beautiful thing. Nature and 
music are beautiful in their own right. There are things 
that happen under the water that we can't see. 
Euclidian Geometry." 

Pharoah Sanders -Japan 

"The Tengu were magical beings that lived deep in 
the forests and high on the mountains of ancient 
Japan. Each Tengu carried a magic fan made from 
the leaf of the yatsude tree. The fan gave the Tengu 
the power to fly." 




I am sitting in a room. To be precise, I am sitting in 
the dank subterranean basement of Henry's Cellar 
Bar, leading dank subterranean basement on the 
small malnourished creature which is Edinburgh's 
music scene. Around me the air is filled with noise, 
a grinding teeth-chattering bile-rising wall of 
immersive oily noise. It is being produced by 
Withdrawal Method, also known as Drew Demeter, 
kingpin of cassette-only noise label, Since 1 972. 
I sit alone in the corner, unable to see how Drew 
produces his sounds, surrounded as he is by 
a cluster of observant tech-heads. But it's irrelevant. 
What matters is the feeling of being inside a physical 
acoustic structure, of finding a secure epicentre in 
the noise which has no beginning, middle or end, 
just is. I feel completely at home. 



How did I get to the 
point where I find it 
weird to listen to 
'conventionally' 
structured music? 



Why do I love this stuff? How did I get to 
the point where I find it weird to listen to 
'conventionally' structured music? It's hard to 
consider noise as music. As Wolf Eyes, covering 
No Fucker, splutter on the Human Animal CD, 
"This is Noise, Not Music!" Years spent listening to 
straightforward songs by straightforward artists, 
coupled with a thirst for unexplored sounds, 
perhaps inevitably lead to some extremes. 
A wayward youth spent coaxing bad feelings out 
of myself to a soundtrack of juvenile Toytown 
industrial, courtesy of Ministry and Nine Inch Nails. 
A minor graduation to the fizzy electro tantrums of 
Atari Teenage Riot and, in retrospect, their hugely 
silly Digital Hardcore roster. A fondness for the 
everlasting loops of Eno's Discreet Music and the 
dismal somnambulist landscapes of Bowie's Low. 



Increasingly, I became more interested in the 
actual sound of music than with any tricksy devices 
such as melody or harmony. There were two pivotal 
records for me. Sonic Youth's Goodbye 20th 
Century, in which Thurston and the gang drill an 
expressway to yr avant-garde skull by covering 
modernist noisemakers such as John Cage, Steve 
Reich and Cornelius Cardew- and the amazing live 
recording of John Coltrane's Olatunji Concert. This 
document of Coltrane's second-last performance 
before his death finds the saxophonist with a six- 
piece band in the fiery throes of full blast free jazz 
expression. Frequently, the sheer annihilating din 
causes the sound to overload completely, before 
slowly bleeding back in. During the occasional 
quiet passage, conversation and traffic noise 
can be heard. The album becomes more like an 
impressionistic wash of religious clamour than 
conventional jazz. 

Eighteen months ago, I spent an evening spent 
at a concert presented by Edinburgh noise curators, 
Giant Tank. Headlining Italian duo My Cat Is An 
Alien used lifeless guitar strings and toy guns to 
emit cyclical space whirrings while support from 
Wounded Knee and CK Dexter Haven produced an 
earsplitting overloaded cacophonous chunk. The 
sheer physical presence of the noise was like being 
inside a throbbing three-dimensional mass. A Phill 
Niblock concert produced a similar effect, while also 
enabling me to know what it might feel like to be an 
airplane engine for 90 minutes. 

There's an endless amount of noise to discover. 
Recent finds include the whiteout womb music of 
Not and the thrashing black waves of Deadwood. 
Living in Scotland means thankful access to a 
thriving noise scene as well as a number of excellent 
underground music fests such as Instal, Subcurrents 
and Kill YourTimid Notion. Much of this has an all- 
inclusive DIYfeel to performance and distribution, 
and it has been refreshing to discover how pleasant 
many of the performing artists are, quite unlike the 
rampant egocentrism which seems to come with 
writing conventional song structures. 

'Noise' 'music'. It's about connection. 
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VANS PRESENTS SHOCKROCK 

IN ASSOCIATION WITH WALL OF SOUND 
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OUT 19TH FEB 
FEATURING TRACKS FROM 
THE GOSSIP, SOULWAX, CSS 
SHY CHILD, FRIENDLY FIRES 
AND MANY MORE. 
PLUS EXCLUSIVE TRACKS FROM 
INFADELS, SUNSHINE 
UNDERGROUND AND AHUMAN 



CATCH SHOCKROCK LIVE THROUGHOUT FEBRUARY 
WITH SHY CHILD LIVE, METRONOMY LIVE, 
AHUMAN LIVE PLUS FURTHER SUPPORTS AND 
DJ 'S FROM THE COMPILATION! 



(amto 




15TH 
16TH 
17TH 
18TH 
19TH 
20TH 
21ST 
22ND 
23RD 
24TH 



CHECK 

WWW.MYSPACE.COM/SHOCKROCKCOMP 
FOR FURTHER DETAILS 
PIASW0S.COM / VANS.CO.UK 



FAVERSHAM LEEDS 
FABRIC LONDON 
PLUG SHEFFIELD 
MEDICINE BAR BIRMINGHAM 
ROADHOUSE MANCHESTER 
ARCHES GLASGOW 
THEKLA BRISTOL 
STEALTH NOTTINGHAM 
CHARLOTTE LEICESTER 
BRIGHTON AUDIO 




The album 

05 February 07 

Download / CD / Limited Edition CD with bonus DVD / Picture Disc /Vinyl 

Includes the single The Prayer' 
Out now 



www.blocparty.com 
www.wichita-recordings.com 
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OBLIVION 

Words: Dat Politics and Kevin Blechdom 

Illustration: Vincent Vanoli 



DAT Politics and 
Kevin Blechdom 

bring digital 
wowcore stateside 
for role-play and 
stand-up # dress-up 
and self-destruction 




31 October, San Francisco 

The first night was the Halloween/Blectum from 
Blechdom reunion party. Evans made a pair of 
giant cardboard scissors, and I wore her rainbow 
sorcerer's dress. It was a mad reunion of difficult-to- 
recognise old friends (because of the fake blood 
running down theirfaces). Miguel/Kid606 had a 
Gremlin taped on his back. Blevin Blectum was an 
orange dolphin pirate. (KB) 

So surreal. The girls are in a good shape. Miguel 
brought some gear and CDs for the tour that he left 
in the car for us to get later. We walked outside and 
- damn ! - from across the street, we could see that 
his car window had been broken. The trunk was 
unlocked BUT all of our stuff was still there and 
fine. ..PHEW! This was miraculous! (But we were 
sorry that Miguel had to fix his window.) After one 
beer, we were completely wasted and had to go 
home. Evans had special red vodka Jell-o shots. We 
had a couple and felt dizzy. . . KevyB already had her 
nose into the Easy Cheese! Liquid cheese stuffed 
into some kind of toothpaste tube. It was disgusting 
to the little jet-lagged frogs. (DATs) 

2 November, San Francisco 

Evans and Safety Scissors set up the show at Mighty. 
The show was like a short dream, as if we were only 
on stage for 1 minutes. Our Californian friends are 
in the audience. Still jet-lagged. (DATs) 

Yes, jet-lag. I lived in San Francisco for 
five years, and all my old friends were totally 
overwhelming. It was the worst show I've 
ever played, because I decided 
not to 'pretend' during 
the show- 1 
thought my 
friends 



would see right through me. Instead, I spiralled into 
paranoia and self-doubt and then ran backstage to 
cry. Boo-hoo-hoo. But a few jell-o shots later and 
it's as if it never happened. Evans made two tooth 
outfits, a bristly cardboard toothbrush helmet, 
and a giant cardboard mouth to sit in for a mini- 
improvised-musical called 'Spoiled Rotten'. Corey, 
the drummer, was the dentist. Instead of "gravity", 
we sang "cavity". Instead of saying, "Why didn't 
you invite us to the party," we said, "Why gingivitis 
to the party?" (KB) 

4 November, Sacramento 

Big brunch at Evans' house. Eggs Florentine and 
cherry cookies. This was delicious. Wobbly brought 
CDs to listen to in the car! GREAT! Later that night, 
we played in Sacramento. This was a party! (DATs) 

I was warned before the show to play 'dance 
music'. So Evans and I danced for the entire set in 
tooth costumes, in hopes that that's what it would 
appear to be. Afterwards, we were like, "Sheesh, 
Sacramento is weird. Everyone dresses up like 
they're going to prom." But then we found out 
that was the theme of the night was. (KB) 

6 November, Portland 

On the first day that I drove we got pulled over by 
the police. I was speeding, but only eight miles over 
the limit. When the officer asked Vincent for some 




'identification.' Vincent nodded his head and then 
there was an awkward pause. He thought the cop 
asked, "So you went on vacation?" We only got a 
warning, and we drove away laughing. (KB) 

The weather was terrible in Portland. The 
backstage was flooded. The Holocene is nice, the 
promoter read our hospitality rider and there was 
good whisky backstage! The audience was very 
excited; they bought tons of merch. Vincent had 
a big panic crisis at the end of the DAT show, he 
freaked out, said that the monitor was too loud 
and that he lost the hearing in his left ear. (DATs) 

The hearing loss was later credited to the stress 
of being pulled over by the police. (KB) 

8 November, Olympia 

The venue was packed, Cindy (Scream Club) told us 
a story about the owner of the place who's disliked 
by the locals because he paints his houses black. 
They think that he is some kind of Satanist. (DATs) 
Scream Club RULES! It feels like a kind of music 
promotion/social work style, and why not? (KB) 

9-1 1 November, Vancouver 

We have two days in Canada's Hollywood, 
Vancouver, before the show. It was raining the 
whole time, so we rented movies and ordered 
food: Slithers and Thai noodles. Yummy! ! ! The 
soundcheck turns wrong. The venue sound guy 
has his own way to plug stuff in and is arguing with 
another sound guy hired for the gig, so Vincent 
does the sound himself. After dinner, it's completely 
packed. There is a room dedicated to smokers: a 
smoky aquarium. Kevin is playing a great show with 
weird sound. When we started, the sound guy had 
changed all of Vincent's settings. (DATs) 

12-14 November, Chicago 

We drove three days to reach Chicago, even 
through a snowstorm, but it is beautiful. We 
appreciated having days off at the hotels: 
swimming pool, hot tub, pool game. We won't 
have many days off from now on . . .(DATs) 

16 November, Chicago 

We had a nice article in Innerview Magazine. On the 
cover with lot of pictures! Good show at the Empty 
Bottle! Because of the stage-jumping, our mixing 
desk fell down. The three of us saw it at the same 
time and jumped on it before it reached the floor. 
The sound stopped and then we heard a "Wow! " 
coming up from the audience. . .Someone said that 
it was a good trick for the show! (DATs) 
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18 November, Montreal 

The best so far. The sweaty Zoobizarre was packed and people were singing 
along to all the songs! From the stage, there was a human wave of people 
dancing - some of them had to fight hard to stop from falling on the stage. 
(DATs) 

19-20 November, Boston 

We stayed in Boston for two days in a Sheraton Commander suite with a giant 
TV. After the show we got stoned, freezing in the backyard. (DATs) 

21 November, Amherst 

The venue is kind of a Big Red Barn for students to throw their own parties. 
Unfortunately, the sound was cutting out so we had to stop playing after four 
tracks. Everyone was disappointed. We went home to watch Suspiria. (DATs) 

23 November, Brooklyn 

We were worried because the weather was very bad and it was Thanksgiving; 
everyone would have a heavy family dinner. But people were jumping and 
screaming all set long ! Great! Evans was there and Rob, Kristin [Kevin]'s brother. 
They're good dancers and everyone was following them. (DATs) 

Oh my, it was good to play to some party people: Evans, Julie, my brother, 
Mario from Spain. Evans and Julie were in teeth costumes and tried to dental- 
floss me, while I was just trying to sing a song. The sound was shit, but it was still 
punchy enough to cut through the distortion. (KB) 

25 November, NYC 

My brother, Lumberob, booked the show at Tonic. The family vibe was in full 
celebration mode. There's a grand piano! My brother played short sets between 
all the other sets. He's still goofy. Ching Chong Song played. Andre was either 
my psychologist or my mother and Julie and I did the Masturbation Olympics. 
BUT I drank so much before the show, that I don't remember any of it, which is a 
damn shame. Apparently there was full frontal nudity, it went on and on and 
Julie won, which makes sense. She's very talented and can queef on command. 
One of my favourite shows ever, even though I don't remember it. (KB) 

30 November- 1 December, West Palm Beach 

Vincent drank six Red Bulls and drove six hours! That shit really works ! Gaetan 
and I finished the gift loaf of banana space-cake. It works too. . . Kevin took the 
wheel for the last three hours to her grandparents' house. We took a few beers 
and went out on the boat snorkelling ! It was 30°C ! Really like vacation ! (DATs) 

2 December, Miami 

A late show, so we go to South Beach. It's full of crap, tourist shops and 
restaurants. The stage was set up in the courtyard, under the moonlight, Dino 
Filipe opened for us. His show was really good. He's a funny hyperactive excited 
stressed out party guy. During our set, the audience sang along and danced 
frenetically. (DATs) 

05 December, Tallahassee 

My mother promoted this. She insisted on having an early show for the 'older' 
crowd attracted with a poster that read, "CAROL AND HUGH'S DAUGHTER: 
Kevin Blechdom". Whatcha gonna do? I loved the show, butldon'tthinkthe 
DATs were as excited about the 50-and-up age group as I was. . .(KB) 
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FULLY BACKWARD COMPATIBLE WITH 



YOUR EXISTING MUSH 



iLLECTION. CUS- 



TOMIZABLE TO ADAPT TO WHATEVER 
SILLY NEW TECHNOLOGICAL GADGETS 
COME DOWN THE PIKE. WILL NOT BECOME 
OBSOLETE LIKE OTHER FORMS OF ENTER- 
TAINMENT. SUCH AS READING BOOKS. 





LAOYFINGER (NE) 
HEAVY HANDS 

LIKE A STEW - A BUBBLING 
CAULDRON OF SECRET INGREDI- 
ENTS. SPICED WITH JUST A 
TEENSY DASH DF MOTORHEAD. 
MAYBE A QUARTER-TEASPDON OF 
JESUS LIZARD IN THE RHYTHM 
SECTION. A PINCH Of SOMETHING 
UNISCENT OF DRIVE LIKE 
JEHU IN THE LEADS. TEA BAD THE 
BROTH OF ROCK. 

OUT NOW, 
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MARIA TAYLOR 
LYNN TEETER FLOWER 

MIXING SOARING GUITARS, 
BUBBLY ELECTRONICS. FEATHERY 
FARFISA ORGANS AND SUGARY 
LAYERS OF VOCALS INTO THE 
SWEETEST CONFECTION OF AN 
ALBUM YOU'LL HEAR ALL YEAR. 
FEATURES GUEST APPEARANCES 
FROM CONOR OBERST, JIM END, 
AND MEMBERS OF THE GOOD 
E AND NOW IT'S OVERHEAO. 

GUT MARCH 16. 
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no cure for candour 

Words: Beth Capper 

Illustration: Ben Newman 

We caught Coughs just before their 
case turned terminal 



There's a girl playing guitar with tears rolling down her 
cheeks, not because the song she's playing is sad, but 
because she just realised that this is the last time she's 
ever going to play it. Her name is Vanessa Harris, and she 
plays guitar in six-piece noiseniks Coughs. 

The setting is Chicago's Logan Square Auditorium. This 
isn't the most likely place for the last ever Coughs show - it's 
got a stage for one thing, and the cover is $ 1 5, steep for the 
band's regulars. Coughs are supporting a newly reformed 
version of The Slits, and the juxtaposition is comical. Original 
Slits members Ari Up and Tessa Politt are so desperate to 
regain the vibrancy of their youth that they're willing to ruin 
everything that made them interesting in the first place. 

Coughs, of course, upstage them. 

I meet with Coughs the following Sunday at Mr City, the 
warehouse space where bassist Carrie Vinarsky lives, and 
where Coughs practise. The area surrounding it is all desolate 
industrial outlets and vast office spaces, but inside, Mr City is 
cosy, furnished with enormous sofas and a coal furnace. As 
well as a living space, it also functions as an artists' workshop 
and a venue for live music. Outside Chicago, Coughs were 
just starting to generate a buzz, as the band found out 
when they toured Europe recently: "I had no idea that people 
actually knew who we were over there, " says Seth Sher, 
one of the band's two drummers. To kids in the city, however, 
Coughs were a local institution. 

"I think the community [in Chicago] now is better than 
when we started out, " says saxophonist/keyboardist Jail 
Flanagan. "There was a noise scene back then, but all the 
people were really late Nineties style and real angry, and, 
like, didn't have any friends! " 

"Although, " Jail continues, "the Chicago no wave 
scene was a big influence on me. Especially bands like 
Lozenge, who had this huge double-drummer set up and 
people playing all these weird instruments but they were 



still making heavy rock music. That made me realise that 
you don't have to have a normal drumkit, two guitarists 
and a bass player; you can just make music with a bunch 
ofweirdjunk." 

Coughs' set up, however -two drummers, a 
saxophonist/keyboardist, two bass players and a guitarist 
- isn't as outlandish as you'd imagine. Their second album, 
Secret Passage, released on Load earlier this year, is 
a howling maelstrom of repetitive screaming, primitive 
saxophone, and prowling drum beats, but it has more of 
a structure than most outsider noise. " I'll grow food/ food 
for you/With my hoe/And my plow" , shrieks vocalist Anja 
Davidson on 'Happy Harvest', her lyrics pretty little lullabies 
next to the band's nightmarish soundscapes. Like a lot of 
other Load artists (see Lightning Bolt, The Locust) Coughs' 
live energy is difficult to transpose onto record, but Secret 
Passage is as close as they'll ever get. 

"Obviously, it's hard to translate," says Vanessa. "But 
we recorded it all live this time. It would have been really 
hard to record without looking at one another. Like, there's 
this song where we know to change to the next thing 
because Seth jumps up and down." 

"We have a lot of weird cues, " says Carrie. 

"There's a lot of Carrie and I sticking our tongues out at 
each other," adds Vanessa. 

The rumours that Coughs were splitting up had been 
circulating for a while, but people had stopped taking them 
seriously. Every show, it seemed, was their last. This time, 
however, the rumours happen to be true. 

Coughs are reluctant to talk about it. 

" It wasn't my idea, " says Seth. "But I don't really want 
to talk about it." Anja agrees, "Yeah, I don't want to talk 
about it either." 

"It's sorta my fault, " says Jail, trying to offer a more 
comprehensive explanation. " I just wanted to do something 
different. I want to travel, and not live in Chicago. I do 
regret it a little, because obviously a lot of people are like, 
'You guys are really successful, why would you split up?' 
One guy said: 'You're gonna kill the cow just as it is starting 
to get milk!' [laughs]. 

"But the more I think about it, the more I realise that I've 
done everything I wanted to do," she continues. "Success is 
nice, but I think we were mostly in it to make music." 

www.loadrecords.com 



24 1 plan b 



when we meet 

Words: Alex Macpherson and kicking_k 



Plan B recommends you add the following to yr friends list 



the void 




Danava 

Super-stylized heavy psych from the past, 
or the future, or- more likely -the future 
of the past. Their favourite colours are silver, 
pink and black. Their endless axe jams sound 
like a neon citadel befouling a forest full of 
goblins. As conjured onto magnetic tape by 
Glass Candy/Chromatics genius Jonny Jewel, 
unearthly fruit like 'Eyes In Disguise' could 
double as a recruiting tool for NASA -so long 
as they gave the shuttle a paint job and laser 
cannons, www.myspace.com/danava 



Bass Clef 

Arresting dubstep that limbos under yr attention 
span like a cartoon reaper in, urn, purgatory. 
Whipcrack beats sound like a showdown in the 
next street while the bass attempts the Heimlich 
manoeuvre on itself. Not wanting to cause a ruck, 
but it should be known that we quite often listen 
to dubstep in the Plan B office 'cause it's really good 
for getting quietly productive to. Dude also has own 
blog, which is cute, bass-clef.blogspot.com 






Chow Nasty 

Items that appear in the video for Chow 
Nasty's latin rocker 'Ungawa': 3D glasses, 
a pinata, assorted candy, heels, tinsel, a 
beauty parlour, running on the spot, guitars, 
a harmonica, wax strips, face masks and the 
words 'Boom Boom Cha Cha' as written in 
lurid food colouring. Expect fun stuff from 
this San Francisco trio when their Peanut 
Buttter Wolf-helmed debut album finally 
hits the block this year. 
www.myspace.com/chownasty 



Chow Chow 

Pretty exciting emerging UK outfit consisting 
of almost post-rock atmospherics translated into 
something that one kid who hogs the Brighton Pier 
Dance Dance Revolution machine all day could rock 
to, shaming all challengers in the process, the little 
freak.www.myspace.com/chowchowband 

Skullening 

Like if the Seventies ate the Fifties alive and got 
heartburn - all full-contact guitar/bass and keys 
that sound like an angry clown taking a sad dog for 
a walk in a neighbourhood which is safe for neither 
dogs nor clowns. Uniforms consist of all-black and 
skull masks, lyrics are indecipherable but probably 
scornful of yr lifestyle. Check the link, but be aware 
that if you do betray a liking for their adrenaline- 
weeping company you're officially a sociopath. 
Hide the knives. From yrself . And no. We don't mean 
in other people, www.myspace.com/skullening 

Jona 

Of all the artists on Berlin imprint Get Physical, 
23-year-old Belgian Jonathan Troupin perhaps 
embodies the aesthetic of the label best: his 
tracks simultaneously stretch towards depth and 
smoothness, lacquered with a cheesy-listening 
sheen which belies the bubbling emotion beneath. 
Check out 'Tizia' and 'Full Pool': bittersweet but 
blissful minimal pastorale, the combination of warm 
Jacuzzi bass, slivers of disco strings, wistful high-end 
and funk-hinting rhythms is irresistible. 
www.myspace.com/yyyona 

Gui Boratto 

This minimal techno's producer du jour boasts a 
resume slightly more outre than one would expect: 
the Sao Paolo native began his studio work in 1 994, 
producing for the likes of Manu Chao (!), Pato 
Banton (! !) and Garth Brooks (!!!) before turning 
his hand to his own work in 2005. Since then, he's 
gone from strength to strength with a sequence of 
astonishingly wide-ranging 12-inches: brooding 
minimalism on 'Arquipelago', sharp-edged tech 
on 'Sozinho', swooning microgoth on 'Like You', 
sinister techno on 'The Rising Evil'. An album is 
due next year; commence salivating. 
www.myspace.com/guiboratto 

Trickski 

Who's afraid of Detroit? Not Trickski, that's for sure: 
their last two releases on Sonar Kollektiv, 2005's 
'Sweat' and this year's incredible The Bat EP, have 
been monolithic slabs of dark, pounding, no- 
messing techno. It's all the more powerful for the 
way in which its creators wear their Carl Craig 
influence on their sleeves (even covering his classic 
'At Les' on the latter). Put your hands up, indeed; 
they love this city, www.myspace.com/trickski 

Paula DeAnda 

"When I'm out shopping it's like having a gun, " 
coos 1 7-year-old Paula DeAnda on new single 
'Easy', before proceeding to diss everyone ever 
for being weak, ineffectual fools. Signed to Arista 
at 1 6 years old, and with an eponymous debut 
already out in the US, Paula DeAnda's delightful 
pop-r'n'b confections are reminiscent of early 
Christina Milian: cute, sassy and aimed squarely 
at pleasing your sweet tooth. 
www.myspace.com/pauladeanda 



Buraka Som Sistema 

Angola's Kuduro music-swollen bass and 
beaten-bloody booty biz - is fast emerging 
as another blend of techno-exotica to 
appropriate and get loco to, and Buraka Som 
Sistema's 'Yah!' is one of the first releases to 
cross over. Unusual in (seemingly) owing less 
to hip hop (despite frequent raps) than to 
minimalist dance re-imagined via import/ 
export duty. 
www.myspace.com/burakasomsistema 




Telepathe 

Professional bewilderment from mysterious 
Brooklyn girls and boys who OD on 
tranquiliser lullabies before returning from 
the hereafter with see-thru fast food to 
lament their own artfully sprawled corpses. 
Songs splice unwell instruments and corrupt 
files, beats like joints bent backwards, slow 
builds and pained fades for woozy dirges 
that feel like the calm before the exorcist. 
www.myspace.com/telepathy 




Agaskodo Teliverek 

Their self-titled debut attains a level of self- 
conscious wrongness so wholly woven into 
its own fabric it resembles a gourmet meal 
in the shape of a flesh-eating virus. AT 
are allegedly the brainchild of Miklos 
'The Accountant' Kemecs who, "likes to 
express his frustration with office life and 
contemporary sexual politics by mixing 
trashy jazz guitar leads with twisted 
electronic hard-rock jungle-bebop 
breakbeats and any vocals he can rope in 
his mad circle of friends to contribute." 
www.myspace.com/agaskodoteliverek 
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escape from the shallow end 

Words: Lauren Strain 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 



Help She Can't Swim have resurfaced - and Plan B is on lifeguard duty 



"It's hard to breathe when you're always wearing a 
maaarrrrrggghhhhskkl " scream 'n' strangle Tom vs 
Leesey of Southern screechers Help She Can't Swim 
on new record The Death Of Nightlife, gargling a 
mantra that summarises precisely what this gaggle 
of feisty spittle kids (they're twentysomethings, but 
as giggly and charming as pre-teens on Fanta) are 
about. They want conviction, opinion, individuality, 



'Let's write a song 
about stuff we 
actually like!' 



and my, they are loud about it. They want, 
" DANCING ! " bounces Leesey, with orange hair, 
aqua eyes and turquoise legs. "Extreme dancing. 
But you don't get that much anymore. It's just, 
'How po-faced can I look?'" 

"I think it's nice when the audience don't look 
like they should all be at the same gig," says Tom, 
sparkly eyes and alabaster cheekbones. "You'll have 
50 people looking really pissed off and then little 
clumps of people who actually know who we are." 

"Going 'EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!'" squeals 
Leesey. "When I was 1 5 and saw Kenickie and Bis, 
talking to them was the best thing ever. Now, when 
girls come up to me going, '/felt like that', it means 
so much - that's what I do it for. " 

" It always makes me feel bad when people say, 
'We're here just to see you!' I think, 'I'm sorry'." 



"You don't really think that, you think 'Come to 
meee, come to Tom Denneeeyyyy,'" Leesey teases. 

"Yeah, I just want them to stroke my ego. " 

"They stroke your legs. " 

"Which is the next best thing. " 

Anyway. We're in London, discernible from 
drummer Lewis' excellent imitations of various 
borough-based accents; specifically, in a cream 
box at The Forum preparing for some weird Rizla- 
sponsored affair in support of CSS. Last week, 
they took their tumbling toy melodies and boy-girl 
sparring to a house in Coventry with fairylights 
and a jazz piano: here's a band able to swap huge 
theatres with the Brazilian buzz mob for three quid 
gigs, lose a member, then rework 40-odd quartet- 
friendly tracks. " It feels like this is only our fourth 
or fifth gig," Tom marvels, "because it's like... Yes 
Leesey, I'm still playing the same old shit ...But 
we're almost a new band. " 

"It's bad for me 'cause I'm having to play loads 
more," Leesey mock-moans. "There's only a couple 
of songs now where I only have to sing; otherwise 
I'm multi-tasking to the max. Which is clearly not 
my forte." 

"This album's a lot less bratty than the first 
one?" Tom suggests. 

"More matuuooiiiire," snorts Lew as Leesey 
shrieks with incredulous laughter. 

"But I think that's what it was," Tom insists. 
" It was us working out what sort of band we 
actually were. On the first, we were more. . .well, 
yeah ! " he laughs, as Lew yowls like a cat, dying. 
"We were just taking the piss out of stuff. This 
album's a bit darker. 

" I think it's more about. . . " 



"Bush," deadpans Lew. 

"No, not Bush!" Leesey splutters. "It's very 
much a personal politics thing. More open. With 
the first it was just, 'Yeah, fuck you, fuckyoi/ and 
YOU TOO, y'know? We were lazy little shits. " 

"With this one, it's more, 'Fuck me, I'm 
rubbish,'" laughs Tom. "We were sat in my room 
and realised we had to write lyrics for tomorrow, 
so we went, let's write a song about stuff we 
actually likeV" 

So! Reasons why I firstly liked and now giddily 
love Help She Can't Swim: 

1 . While you hurtle into walls like a legless 
elephant to their glucosamine tirades of snotty 
guitars and screwed computer-carnival keyboards, 
a wry lyric' 1 1 smack you in the face and shock you 
to stasis: " The organs are exposed/In a game of 
Operation/And the buzzer always goes/When you 
put the tweezers in" as an analogy for fragility, 
anyone? How about "I'm sick to death/Of 
Christmases by hospital beds/Holding thin hands 
or kissing hot foreheads" ? Nothing like a rancorous 
confrontation of loss set against shouty jumps of 
abandon to plague yer body. 

2. Their merchandise consists of FELT OWLS! 

3. Their ridiculous tour stories include playing 
a community centre booked by a 1 3-year-old 
where, "There were kids selling Smarties at a 
counter, like a tuck shop" (his parents laid on 

a buffet); and urinating (on people, in Germany) 
- "not in a sexy way" -but we shan't delve, yeah? 

Reasons why you should cut straight to the 
'giddily love' part and not bother with 'firstly liked'? 
All of the above. 

www.helpshecantswim.co.uk 



the void 



Photography: David McDade 




"We were driving uptheMI to Sheffield 
after a gig in Shepherds Bush. I was in the 
front passenger seat, flicking drunkenly 
through the pirate radio stations. I stopped 
at a station called Trauma FM: "It's trauma 
radio, lads!!!" I fell asleep. When I woke 
up, it was on the floor of the motorway. 

"We had a massive 80 mph crash - 
someone had just had a serious accident 
and their car was left in the middle of a very 
dark road - apparently we ploughed into 
the back of it and then smashed into the 
central reservation, crushing where I was 
(the rest of my live group were fine). 

"I smashed my head into the dashboard 
or windscreen, which knocked me 
unconscious, came round covered in blood 
to flashing ambulance lights, police cars, fire 
engines and people crying and screaming. 
Someone had died in the accident. I was 
rushed into emergency surgery, had all 
my clothes cut off and was violated and 
poked by a room full of EXPERTS. 

"I'd split my sternum, broke my jaw and 
cheekbone in two places, lacerated a nerve 
in my mouth, bent all my teeth, had loads 
of glass in my face, fucked every muscle 
in my body and all my internal organs 
were bruised and battered with serious 
concussion that lasted for about eight 
months. I was on a critical ward for 24 
hours, attached to one of them breathing 
machines and hooked up to a self- 
administrating Morphine machine (my only 
respite). I thought, That's it, I'm dead. I had 
a piss bag fitted and kept setting an alarm 
off as I stopped breathing - and the nurse 
would come and wake me up whenever 
I managed to get five minutes. It was, hands 
down, the worst experience of my life. 

"I managed to get myself out of hospital 
three days later by dragging myself to a 
chair next to my bed and telling the doctor 
that I'd be better at home. They gave me 
so many drugs that I couldn't even feel 
my body. Two days later, with the help of 
several grams of morphine, I went and did 
a sell-out show in Sheffield and only fell 
over once. I was still in shock, I guess. 

"DO I GET TOP MARKS?" 
(Kings Have Long Arms) 



radioclit 

Words: kicking_k 
Photography: Cat Stevens 



Tourist Information: this chaotic, trash-talking 
and bass-heavy online radio show mutated into 
a production duo, and have already fly-posted 
assorted grime heads all over their bubbling 
dancehall bounce music. I spoke to Johan and DJ 
Tron (Etienne) entirely via their MySpace page. 

How would you describe the Radioclit sound? 

Etienne: "It started with a big love for bass music, 



'World music is the 
new pop music' 



eurodance and Dirty South hip hop. Sampling 
a lot of traditional Asian music, Moroccan stuff, 
traditional southern African stuff, pow-wow music. 
We're having a lot of fun with that. " 

What kind of tech d'you use? 

Johan: "We keep it pretty simple. Mac computers, 
Ableton, ProTools, softsynths, a shitload of 
samples, loads of hitting things with other things 
in the studio..." 

What's the ethos behind 'ghettopop'? 

Etienne: "Ghettopop is the easiest way to describe 
our music as a sound system and as a production 
team. We're heavily influenced by music coming 
out of rough places from all over the planet, 
whether it's Atlanta or Rio or Luanda or Paris - 



and pop music at the moment is as well. We're 
trying to illustrate the connections between those 
worlds. World music is the new pop music -the 
hybridisation of Western pop and the other 
continents is where it's at. " 

How've you found it coming into grime from 
outside? How d'you feel about that scene at 
the moment? 

Etienne: "All the artists we worked with - Ears, 
Trim, Ruff Sqwad - have brought us a lot, musically 
and on a human level. Everybody seem to think 
grime is dead right now, but we still think the vibe 
of that scene is incredible. We don't really care if 
those artists get to have hits in UK or elsewhere, 
all we're excited about is that they keep their 
originality, rawness, freshness. We truly love 
those kids." 

You went to Lisbon to check out the kuduro 
scene... What did you find? Any particular 
artists we should be looking out for? 

Johan: "It's weird. In Lisbon, everyone knows 
kuduro, but a lot of them don't know it as 
the Angolan rough ghetto music. There was 
a commercial 'kuduro' hit in Portugal a few years 
ago and I think it gave a lot of people the wrong 
impression. But Buraka Som Sistema [of internet 
hit 'Yah!'] are changing that. 

"Conductor, Kalaf and Petty from Buraka are 
all Angolan and grew up there, so if anyone is close 
to whats going on, it's them. We haven't been to 
Angola, so I can't really talk about it. I think Buraka 
are getting more attention than the original artists 
because Angola is still pretty unexplored." 

...and just what is it you like so much 
about bass? 

Johan: "We like clubs. Loud music in clubs. 
Loud bass in the club. At home. I'll put on 
Ladysmith Black Mambazo, Cornells Vreeswijk, 
Ali Farka Toure, classical music or something 
like that..." 

www.myspace.com/radioclit 
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music that time forgot: 
silicon teens 

Words: Emily Bick 



Silicon Teens 

Music For Parties (Mute) 

When Daniel Miller started Mute Records in the 
late Seventies, two of the first acts he put out were 
his personal hate letters to the modern age: The 
Normal (of 'Warm Leatherette' fame) and Silicon 
Teens. If The Normal was nihilistic, Silicon Teens 
turned nihilism's frown into the most menacing 
SSRI-enhanced rictus grin you ever saw. They were 
supposed to be perky synth-popping kids like you'd 
imagine bopping around in the background of TOTP 
2. Most of their songs were upbeat Fifties and Sixties 
covers (Elvis! The Kinks!) with simple 4/4 beats, 
translated into jackhammer sequencing patterns. 
Cloying? Artificial? Silicon Teens were not sunny as 
much as Sunny Delight. Not saccharine as much as 
aspartame fizz burning your nostrils. Silicon Teens 
were everything every glossy magazine advert since 
the dawn of time has ever promised. They didn't — 
couldn't- exist outside of Daniel Miller's paranoid 
imagination, and no wonder. 

The album's called Music For Parties, but you 
can't dance to it unless you're lobotomised. It's 
deliberately too slow, or too fast, or too boring 
when those chord sequencers get started. If there 
was ever anything rebellious or sexy about the songs 
the Silicon Teens cover, it's been sucked out. Chuck 
Berry could perv all over the tight dresses and lipstick 
of 'Sweet Little Sixteen', but Fad Gadget sings the 
Silicon Teens version as if the song's subject is as 
erotic as a spreadsheet. His voice hits like a shopping 
malltannoy, and you can hear the forced smile. It's 
a weary industrialised cheeriness that anyone who's 
temped or worked retail will know and hate. 

Thanks to YouTube, you can see the only Silicon 
Teens video, for 'Memphis Tennessee'. The concept 



is simple: Prom night on the Titanic! As it's going 
down! And nobody notices! Everyone's waggling 
their butts like they're doing the Time Warp, and 
they're spraying champagne all over the place. 
It's not so much, 'We're living in an apocalyptic 
shithole' or even, 'The world is collapsing, so let's 
have fun while we can', but a complete disconnect 
from anything but surface, surface, surface until it 
all goes bang. Or whimper. Or whatever, because 
who cares? Not Silicon Teens. 

I love this stuff because it's terrifying. Still. 
It's held up better than any Cold War minor 
key bleak-out. There's a kind of kitschy glamour 
to dancing in the radioactive rubble with the 
cockroaches and fighting the one-two punch 
of Reagan-Thatcher. Nuclear winter, mutants with 
skin melting off, cannibalism in the fallout shelter 



You can't dance to 
it unless you're 
lobotomised 



- not how the end will come now, but a really good 
theme for a costume party. 

See, the genius of Silicon Teens is (deep breath 
here) that their over-the-top unreality saves them 
from the way ironic appropriation neutralises every 
real crisis by turning it into a punchline. Never mind 
the covers, how are we supposed to take the ST 
originals, songs about how much fun it is to watch 
wars on TV because then your parents quit bitching 
at you to do stuff? No one, however hipsterised, 
however medicated, ca n just not care this much. 
Music for parties? It's impossible to be alive and 
celebrate bloodless, endless cycles of shopping and 
ironic trend-recycling and sweet sweet oblivion until 
the end, when the lights go out for the last time. 

This is no novelty record. It's a protest record, 
and it's great. 




taken by trees 

Words: Everett True 

The music is hushed, sparse. The melodies are 
gorgeous: the ache of a familiar voice, the merest 
silhouette of echoed piano and an occasional drum 
beat. The mood is solemn, but joyous: like listening 
into an intensely private rhapsody. You imagine snow: 
snow, piled in drifts six feet high alongside Detroit 
kerbsides; you imagine woods: bare feet running freely 
through bracken and past dragonfly-infested pools; 
you think of cigarette smok"' ' 

funereal dancing and a youunui uidbb bCLuun iiebiiniy 
out these bare bones of songs. 

But you don't want any of that; not really. These 
songs are quite, quite special as they are. 

"I liked the sound of the name because it 
has a double meaning, " explains singer Victoria 
Bergsman. "To be taken away and to be moved. 
I've been fascinated by trees because they're so 
old and stationary, and yet they continually change. 
I built treehouses at college. There are a lot of 
treehouses in Sweden." 

Man, this music is so special. A link sent to 
a website, wherein a stand-alone media player 
whispered out magic -four songs, 'Tell Me', 'Too 
Young', the yearning 'Lost And Found' and self- 
explanatory 'Hours Pass Like Centuries'. I'd heard 
a rumour that Victoria had parted company with The 
Concretes - the incredible Swedish band she'd helped 
start in 1 995 as an all-female trio - but I didn't want to 
listen too close, lest I grow too upset. The Concretes 
have been so magical to me these past years. 

But this - Taken By Trees, the first glimmering 
of Victoria's solo work - this is so wonderful. I could 
listen to it on repeat for a week without sleeping 
and still not grow tired, swept away by its aching, 
wonderful loneliness. 

" I've been doing this for about a year," explains 
Victoria. "I started to record the songs properly 
sometime during June. I didn't think I'd try any more 
music after The Concretes. It was a year ago I told 
the band I was leaving - 1 don't enjoy playing live 
any more. I think I questioned too much and that was 
very tiring for the band, why we'd play somewhere 
and how the stage was made up. I'd rather be home 
and write songs and then pick venues that are special. 
We'd started to lose our playfulness. It had become 
too much of a business." 

There's a humanity and intimacy behind Victoria's 
music that has far more in common with the gentle 
experimental bent of Japan's MaherShalal Hash Baz 
and Tenniscoats then any of the mainstream bands 
The Concretes used to share label space with. As any 
music lover could tell you, it was the vulnerable Mo 
Tucker side of The Velvet Underground that was the 
most fascinating. 

" I couldn't afford too many musicians, " Victoria 
explains. "I had two on the recording. I wanted to 
have flute and strings on one song, but was worried 
that would overdo it." 

www.takenbytrees.com 
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most haunted 

Words: Joe Stannard 





* Being the mysterious possession of 
Plan B by the eldritch force known 
as Mordant Music. . . 



Summer 2006. 1 stumble upon an intriguing, 
teardrop-shaped CD sleeve in one of London's 
bespoke audio boutiques. On closer inspection, 
I note that the CD features the voice of Thames TV 
continuity announcer Philip Elsmore, whose rich, 
comforting tones and crumpled, friendly face I had 
forgotten until this very moment. Ghosted. I scan 
the sleevenotes, a mossy manifesto conjuring 
images of Britain succumbing to corvidae while 
'the amplified sound of dead air' leaks from 
melted transistor radios. I purchase the CD, but 
I'm discombobulated by its hyper-sampleadelic 
plundering of Britain's past and present, its salty 
evocation of early Nineties UK techno (Stakker, 
FSOL, Bandulu, eta!) and crafty nods toward 
dubstep. I return it to the shop, mildly aggrieved. 

But something isn't right. In spite of myself, 
I'm still breathing Dead Air. I buy it again, and 
spend the rest of the summer, autumn and winter 
travelling up and down the Silverlink line, binding 
the sound in my headphones to the concrete and 
pebbledash and undead, dreamless sky. 

Admiral Greyscale and Baron Mordant are the 
shadow-hosts to Mordant Music, a constantly 
sporing subcultural entity which, as well as releasing 
the insidiously essential Dead Air, has spat out 



'It's a beast that feeds 
on itself in perpetuity' 





collaborative emissions with dubstep artist 
Shackleton (notably 2004's now-classic 'Stalker' 
seven-inch) and comedian Simon Munnery (the 
pornographic 'View Mastur' toy). I contacted the 
pair for a furtive electronic interview. . . 

Why 'Mordant'? Does the aesthetic dictate 
the music or vice versa? 

Admiral Greyscale: " I think the deathly aesthetic 
unquestionably fuels the art. . . It's a beast that feeds 
on itself in perpetuity." 

Why is now the right time for a soft 
explosion of British Weird? 

Baron Mordant: "We're right down to the 
marrow now in terms of yield and an exciting 
final finality is being viscerally heralded from all 
quarters, whether it be doom, dubstep, noise, folk 
or our own brand of death-throw archiving. It is 
certainly an overall period of mourning and a vast 
shedding of sonic skin. The glee club has finally 
departed and a realistic social interaction, imbued 
with a stark musical framework, has begun to 
infiltrate everyday lives. . . 1984 with a better 
soundtrack. Pound for pound, the overall salvation 
factor is actually in rude health. " 

Is Philip Elsmore pleased with the results of 
his participation? 



BM: "A wonderful combination of ecstacy and 
reticence. . .'ecstaticence'. " 

Is MM part of a British musical lineage? 

BM: "More an overall cultural lineage that music 
is the host to... Chris Morris and Leerdammerareas 
influential as Aphex Twin. The lineage is cosmic and 
not confined to Broadstairs." 

AG: "We're pretty keen on Tulse Luper, 
a fictional British raconteur invented by 
filmmaker Peter Greenaway). Leonard Rossiter 
is also a talisman." 

So how would you describe your 
relationship with good old Blighty? Is there 
a kind of patriotic pride to MM? 

BM: "Blighted by shortsightedness more like. 
As cultures clash and dovetail, with only a handful 
of mavericks to applaud, I'm firmly opposed to 
patriotism. It's the vast unknown that I pledge 
allegiance to. . .I'm fed up of the forecourts. " 

What influenced your decision to make 
each MM release a covetable 'item'? 

AG: "We fumble in the wake of Mo' Wax, 4AD, 
Factory and all those labels and artists for whom a 
visual identity is as fundamental as the sonic output. 
We're also both collectors by nature, to differing 
degrees. We approach the making of everything 
with an eye on whether or not we'd treasure the 
item ourselves." 

Given the amount of samples used on Dead 
Air, how did you decide what went in and 
what stayed out? Was there a particular 'feel' 
you were looking/listening for? 

BM: "It distilled itself from a lifetime of 
influences somehow. . .the BM/AG 'Grey Library'. 
There were several phases of aligned creativity 
and it was certainly not just tossed off, however 
despite the convoluted processes both creatively 
and socially Dead Air can be looked upon as 
a veritable 'chicken in a bastard'... Only the listener 
can decide to delve deeper or treat it as scree. " 

AG: "We generally aim for a nuance, a vague 
notion of something . . .anything overly familiar tends 
to get lobbed overboard." 

How did the relationship between MM and 
dubstep come about? 

BM: "Dubstep is somewhere in the MM 
tea-leaves - albeit a peripheral cuppa. Sam 
Shackleton is a friend who happened to be making 
music in that vein. MM released 'Stalker' which 
defies the dubstep tag in my book. It's more John 
Carpenter to my ears. The recent 'I Want To Eat 
You' (available on double a-sided 1 0-inch with 
MM's 'Hummdrumm') is certainly in dubstep's six- 
yard box. Sam's totally 'Mordant' and will breach 
our defences at some point again in the future. " 

What does MM share with dubstep? 

BM: "The burden! Note for note, not much, 
although I am into the tempo and convex 
production. I think it's suffocating itself and maybe 
that's the point. We certainly inhabit the same 
bitumen-lined vacuum." 

www.mordantmusic.com 
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Words: Mia Lily Clarke 



Tap-happy New Yorker Marnie 
Stern is a one-woman mathrock 
hurricane 



Let's set it straight. Marnie Stern is one of the most 
interesting, inventive guitarists around. The first 
time I heard her debut album, In Advance Of The 
Broken Arm, I wanted to punch the sky with joy and 
bellow her name from every rooftop in town. Pick 
up the guitar and play until my fingers were numb, 
bury headfirst into the music and fall between the 
bracing pace of the notes. 

Plenty of guitarists can shred like hell, fingers 
blazing across the frets, while backed up by enough 
technical mumbo-jumbo to make your head spin. 
That's all well and good, but an overly methodical 
attitude towards playing can all too often leave 
a trail of stale-sounding mathematical riffs bolstered 
by predictable, strict composition rule-play. The 
style that hits me hardest is that which is free and 
intuitive, unafraid of shaking things up; that makes 
mistakes, shifts structures, plays from the heart as 
opposed to the head. 

Of course, the best guitar playing utilises 
elements of both approaches. That's where 
New York-based Marnie Stern comes in, wearing 
the crown. Stern's a step aside from the regular 
tech-head pack because she plays with complete 
creativity and abandon. Her distinctive, self-taught 
style and mind-boggling dexterity -the result of 
practising for "at least" three hours every day- is 
used to create powerful, concise pop songs that 
bristle with tight, angular, hyper-speed lead riffs 
and unusual, beautiful vocal melodies. 

As guitarist Spencer Seim is one of Stern's 
biggest influences, it's of little surprise that her 
music bears an uncanny resemblance to that of 
Hella. A huge fan of the band, Stern says she was 
surprised when drummer Zach Hill got in touch after 
her label, kill rock stars, passed on her demo tape to 
him (incidentally, she is one of the very few artists 
signed to krs after sending in a demo). Excited 
by his offer of collaboration, Stern headed out to 
California to record. 

"But we had such short time constraints, he 
ended up adding drums to my previous tracks 
before I even got there," she reveals. "Then, when 
I was there, I added the guitar and vocals. I've always 
written my songs alone and worked with a drum 
machine or played the drum tracks on a kit in my 
house. Zach's live drums, compared to my drum 
machine, changed the dynamic of the songs 
completely. He played off different rhythms 
than I would have, which opened up the songs 
completely. A lot of the record is conceptual, and 
Zach was really on board with the direction I was 
moving towards." 

Before Hella, Stern was initially turned onto 
music via Sleater-Kinney, who opened up a whole 
new world of possibility. 

"I had been reallyshelteredasfarasmusicwas 
concerned," says Stern, "so when I heard Sleater- 
Kinney for the first time, I was actually confused. 
I was pulled to the music because of their raw 
intensity, but it took a bunch of listens before I could 
appreciate their musicianship. I was mainly attracted 




to the movement of the guitar lines weaving in 
and out and the guttural intensity of the vocals. It 
seemed to me they were a very honest band. They 
didn't seem to be holding back or hiding, and lam 
a real fan of putting yourself out there. " 

Stern cites Sleater-Kinney guitarists Corin Tucker 
and Carrie Brownstein as huge inspirations, along 
with Erase Errata's Jenny Hoyston and ex-member 
Sara Jaffe, Eddie Van Halen, Lightning Bolt bass 
player Brian Gibson, and excellent Atlanta guitarist 
Kaki King. She began experimenting with her now 
fast and furious fret-tapping technique after 
watching a Don Caballero video a few years back. 

"I taught myself everything," Stern says, "and 
I think that has helped me have a really different 
style. I was never interested in learning other 
people's songs. When I saw the tapping on a Don 
Cab video, a lightbulb went off. Since then I've 
been pretty tap-happy and tried to incorporate 
my own style into it." 

This 'different' style and wide scope of influences 
is what makes In Advance Of The Broken Arm 
such a mesmerising record, not to mention the 
rhythmic dynamic between the guitar and drums. 
Hill works brilliantly with solo guitarists (evident 
on last year's Shred Earthship with Orthrelm 
guitarist Mick Barr), and his coupling with Stern 
produces an exciting array of manic song structures 
and an energy indicative of two wildfire musicians 
creatively challenging each other to the extreme. 

"I've been off the radar way too long, "Stern cries 
out on 'Logical Volume'. "Just watch me come on 
along!" Better late than never, Stern's musical 
unveiling is the best of ways to begin the year. 

www.killrockstars.com 



'I taught myself 
everything' 
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Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



They dressed like Benedictine brothers, worshipped guitar 
feedback and freaked out the teenyboppers of Sixties Germany 
with dissonant pop songs about war and obsession. Now the 
subject of documentaries, comeback tours and tribute albums, 
it's fair to say that if cult 'uberbeat' group The Monks didn't 
exist, we would have had to invent them. . . 



'I have to credit our managers for the hairstyle ai 
clothing. Do you think any 22-year-old in his right mind 
would have done that without pressure in 1966?' -Gary Burger m 



A smiley presenter wearing a patterned shift dress, 
pearl bracelet and false eyelashes introduces the 
band to a polite-looking audience of suited young 
men and beehived young ladies. She sounds 
awkward as she turns to the onstage quintet, 
but her confusion does little to prepare you for 
the bizarre spectacle you are about to see. 

You might have been told by a friend to check 
out this clip of a weird Sixties band sporting shaven 
heads, monks' robes and rope ties, but you would 
never expect them to sound so out of their time. The 
German teenyboppers do their best to bop, but the 
music is clearly way out of their league, too noisy, 
too fuzzy - devoid equally of both the cuddly mop- 
top packaging and the sexual undertones they 
would have been accustomed to musically. 

The band put down their far too many cymbals 
and, shining heads converging, close in on the 
guitar, interrogating it like a group of scientists 
who've just discovered this noise-emitting object, 
collectively prodding its strings as the beat goes on. 
The clean-cut youths continue to bob their stony 
faces. What they don't know is that it's too late, 
that their world of optimism and progress will be 
the last of its kind and that they've just witnessed 
its demise. 
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Exactly how and when this and several 
other clips from The Monks' seminal Beat Club 
performance surfaced on YouTube remains unclear. 
It was coming for a while, ever since this guy Adam 
Fesenmaier found out his dad used to know Monks 
bassist Eddie Shaw and ended up interviewing 
him for San Diego garage/psych zine Ugly Things, 
or since the band first hooked up for a reunion in 
1 999, or at least since the recent documentary film 
about the band, The Transatlantic Feedback. 
Of course, if you're a Fall fan, you will have known 
for ages about Black Monk Time, the band's first 
and only album from 1 966, and noticed two (!) 
Monks covers on The Fall's Extricate, all way before 
the Monks tribute album Silver Monk Time, 
(featuring The Raincoats, Faust and The Gossip, 
among others) came out last year. But a significant 
proportion of the people who came out to see The 
Monks for their first ever UK gig at London's Dirty 
Water Club in October 2006 will have seen them 
for the first time here, in this pixellated footage 
of a mismatched sound emanating from the wrong 
time and place, so contemporary that the image 
itself doesn't hold together. 

Whether the YouTube clips were just another 
case of viral video infection, emerging either by 



sheer force of collective will, or some calculated 
experiment, the timing could not have been better. 
The slow but sure crawl of the Noughties from the 
stylistic starting point of 1977 punk via post-punk, 
new wave and synth pop towards early rave and 
techno has brought the present within biting 
distance from its shiny iPod behind. And whenever 
the commodif ication of the past seems to exhaust 
itself as a viable cultural production, we inevitably 
turn back to the Sixties. 

The popular image of the Fifties is of a decade 
lacking in awareness, too obsessed with space-age 
positivism, too eager to crack the formula for 
better living through controlled urban planning 
and amateur science. The Seventies were 
too hedonistic, too decadent, too dystopian; 
the Eighties too materialistic, too angry, too 
conservative. Only the Sixties seem to retain the 
right balance of Utopian thinking and self-doubt. 
Like a blueprint for postmodern existence, the 
Sixties gave us, as JG Ballard has said, a palette 
of events with immense importance and very few 
tools with which to decipher their meaning. 

The Monks' music seems to both epitomise and 
transcend this transitional moment, with anti-war 
stream-of-consciousness lyrics rubbing up against 




excitable rocket-launching countdowns to make 
Ramones proud. Comprising five GIs stationed in 
Germany, The Monks -initially performing as The 
Torquays - set out to get rid of melody and 
"substitute dissonance and clashing harmonics" . 
An accidentally protracted encounter between 
a guitar and an amp introduced feedback as 
practically a sixth member in the band, and their 
trademark 'uberbeat' was born. The feedback 
is a direct musical translation of everything that 
makes the Sixties still relevant today, the politics 
of The Monks encapsulated in noise. It is anti- 
musical music, the avant-garde trickling down 
into the mass-marketable, dirt and noise as joy, 
both destructive and constructive. Neither the 
teen-y, tinny feedback harmonies of American punk 
pop nor the scratchy, crackling samples of Nineties 
trip hop could resolve this paradox. The feedback is 
still one of the building blocks of the legacy of the 
Sixties, and The Monks were there 
at the very beginning, together with Townshend, 
Hendrix and The Beatles' 1 Feel Fine'. 

However, there was more to The Monks' music 
than the sound of the Titanic scraping along the 
iceberg, as lead singer Gary Burger has described 
it. Just as the rest of the world was moving towards 



the Summer Of Love, The Monks were writing about 
hate and war. It's hardly surprising that this subject 
matter, coupled with such a raw, exposed sound, 
would endearthem to later, more disillusioned 
generations - or at least to certain Mr Mark E 
Smith, hardly known for his cheery disposition. 
Long before Johnny Rotten would rewrite the 
rock'n'roll paradigm, trading box banging, booty 
shaking and a host of other sexual euphemisms 
(not to mention hand holding) for an asexual vacant 
stare and sneering attitude, The Monks came out 
with songs like 'I Hate You', whose very title jars 
when compared to the vocabulary of most Sixties 
pop. With their monastic garb, The Monks were 
hardly cut out from the teen heartthrob cookie 
cutter, and there is little in the tonsured hairstyle to 
suggest the long hippie locks to follow. Where the 
hippies dressed spirituality in multi-coloured party 
clothes,The Monks took religious attire and 
exorcised all holy meaning out of it. 

Gary Burger begs to differ, though: "We did feel 
different from the other groups and we knew our 
music was also different, but you say it wrong. Our 
emphasis was not on hate, it was on the Vietnam 
war ('Monk Time'), the possibility of connections 
('Oh How To Do Now'), fun ('Drunken Maria') and 



were in West Germany, not in spite of it " Possibly, 
then, the synthesis of James Brown-style funk, VU- 
influenced out-rock and avant-garde composition that 
defined early Can wasn't so unexpected after all. Here's 
DJ Marcelo Madrid of London 's Kosmische club and 
radio show to join the dots still further. . . 

The Monks had a stage presence ahead of their time, 
hinting not only at the New York 'tude of bands like The 
Velvet Underground, but also the no wave practitioners 
like Suicide, The Contortions, DNA and Teenage Jesus 
And The Jerks - all this back in 1 965 ! But their real 
legacy was what they laid down on vinyl. 

Unfortunately they only released one album, 1 965's 
Black Monk Time. But what an album! The attitude and 
humour from their live performances permeate that LP 
and it is all at once of, behind and ahead of its time. 
There are pure garage monster tracks like the opener, 
'Monk Time', but there are these curious juxtapositions 
in tracks like 'Shut Up' and 'Love Came Tumblin' 
Down', where an unlikely alliance is made between 
Merseybeatand Krautrock; as if Amon Duul I wanted 
to make some singles to be played by Tony Blackburn ! 

The Krautrock foundations are more overt in 
hypnotic numbers such as 'Oh, How To Do Now', and 
'Drunken Maria' sounds like a prototype for Faust's 'J'ai 
Mai Aux Dents' from the 1 973 opus Faust Tapes. Fuzzy 
bass, primordial drumming, electric banjo (no, really!) 
and jarring organ all mutated and spat out Monks style, 
which still seems to get them moving on the dancefloor 
in the more esoteric discotheques out there. 
Marcelo Madrid, www.kosmische.org 
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the world was 
moving towards 
the Summer Of 
Love, The Monks 
were writing 
about hate and 
war 



love ('I Hate You'), which says, 'I hate you, but call 
me'. I think that might be close to what frustrated 
love might be about." 

As for the outfits, Burger confesses, " I have to 
credit our managers for the hair style, black clothing 
and rope ties. Do you think any 22-year-old in his 
right mind would have done that without pressure 
in 1 966? Walking down the street was always great 
fun. You'd get all sorts of reactions from the people 
you passed . . . Some thought we were a strange 
religious order but a few were right when they 
figured we were a rock band." 

A lot of the meanings we ascribe to Black 
Monk Time might be retroactive, but one thing 
that continues to ring loud and clear through their 
music is their political message. Burger agrees: 
" Nowadays, most, if not all, of The Monks' songs 
are still relevant. I like the idea that The Monks were 
a political band. I'd like to see The Monks do a new 
album that addresses issues like the Kyoto Protocol, 
which exists to help try to move the world toward 
fewer carbon emissions. Global warming is very real. 
We've been polluting this wonderful planet for years 
with no thought for the future. Now it seems we 
may be forced to take action. America always has 
the finger pointed at it, but truly it is most peoples 
of the world who have contributed. 

"Where are the protest bands and singers of 
yesteryear that brought issues of their day to the 
public attention? I think the youth of today will soon 
become on fire over issues that are environmentally 
relevant. I hope so. If I had a wish it would be that 
The Monks record again and go after some of this, 
even a bit tougher with lyric and meaning than we 
were in the Sixties. Some feel that we shouldn't 



tempt the critics to call us awful; that we should stay 
with our success from the Sixties. But I think if you 
care about critics you shouldn't be in the game. " 

Have you been arguing a lot around this reunion? 

"We argued about everything for the first couple 
of days: what keys songs should be in, how loud so- 
and-so is playing, what kind of deodorant to wear, 
who has the prettiest wife, etc. After a day or so, it 
all settles down and the rehearsals start coming to 
a point where we get enthusiastic about what we're 
doing, we start to become a band again. Frankly, 
in the beginning, I was a bit ticked off that people 
were collecting our records and forcing us to surface 
again. It tended to shake up my nice little life. But 
after we did a reunion gig in New York, I mellowed 
out about it all and just started to play Monks music 
because I found I liked doing it again." 

Was it weird for you to discover so many young 
fans in London? What did you think about the 
crowd that turned up for the show? 

"These young and old people who turned up 
blew me away. I was so surprised to feel their sweet 
attitude about The Monks come through. It was 
absolutely humbling and we all felt honoured. The 
fans are everything to us. We used to play when 
a damn good fan was hard to come by. Times have 
changed, it seems. We are grateful." 

Rumour has it you had some rules to being in the 
band - could you let us in on your vows, or are you 
sworn by monkhood to secrecy? 

"Always be a monk - never a Torquay. Always 
wear black and my rope tie. Always keep my head 
neatly shaved. Always be a gentleman before and 
after the kiss... Oh hell, I don't know. It boiled down 
to be a monk, be a monk, be a monk." 
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danielson 



Establishing shot: a proud old American homestead 
viewed from low on the lawn, its lighted rooms 
shining out into the middle of the night. Inside, 
Daniel Smith - in his semi-solo recording guise of 
Brother Danielson - ghosts alone from console to 
booth in the studio he built in his parents' basement. 
It's quiet enough to hear each mouse-click, rapt 
before Mac screen, the merest whisper of backing 
track leaking from headphones and voice straining 
heavenward, a gloriously imperfect instrument 
chasing notes and scoring a succession of false starts 
and near misses. For a few minutes, we're there with 
him, the slow, lonesome, repetitive, unglamorous 
process that VH 1 's Behind The Music doesn't show. 
Construction work. 

This is a scene from the new Danielson 
documentary, Danielson: A Family Movie (Or, Make 
A Joyful Noise Here) - and a section of the same that 
upset friends and family when they finally saw it. 
"It was a dark time," Daniel recalls, eyes flickering 
momentarily downward, "I'm not going to lie." 

by itself! for itself! to itself! 

It's 2004, and Daniel's recording alone or one-on- 
one with guests because the Danielson Famile, the 
righteous multi-instrumental gaggle of outsider 
fabulists he sprouted from siblings for an art school 
project (later swelling with friends, spouses, even 
offspring - and attaining cult status in the process) 
is proving ever more difficult to gather together. 
"I've always known there would be a point where 
my siblings would want to move on with their 
lives. Family and friends were moving out of the 
immediate area, getting married, following their 
own dreams..." 

Among these was one Sufjan Stevens - who 
would promptly leapfrog his bandmates to indie 
omnipresence. At this point, the film floods the 
screen with the hysterical newsprint that marked 
this advent, before pointedly cutting back to 
that basement, those sessions: Daniel, with 
only the camera for company, faltering toward 
a new identity now that the congregation had 
left the building. 

The record that resulted, Brother Is To Son, 
tells you more about how he was feeling than any 
music doc. Resisting melodrama but inescapably 
muted, the rambunctious country fayre choruses 
and climaxes now bloom shyly and slowly: "I was 
asking a lot of questions about Danielson and the 
Danielson Famile and my dayjob and my children 
and how, how, how? 

" In the past, we would try and all get together 
and come up with parts and record as live as 
possible. This time the idea was, 'What is the 
least we can do to make this really work?'" 

The gentleness of the arrangements feel like 
close-up magic, all the more miraculous. "Making 
music for a living has been my dream since I was 
very young," says Daniel, but- as documented on 
frustrated workplace number 'Hammers Sitting Still' 
- he still sacrifices most of his time to carpentry. The 



'I think it's very 
important to 
face inward first 
and then out. 
Then repeat over 
and over for 
a lifetime' 

- Daniel Smith 



words long for the end of the day, a next phase 

- almost a straight inversion of putting childhood 
toys away. Bruised pastels and tempo downshifted; 
a car stalling under its own weight. 

But if Brother Is To Son was a season 
underground that culminated in a modest personal 
victory over, well, itself, its final notes twining 
together in affirmation, the record's reception 
did not reward him further. "It's humbling to talk 
about failure - nobody wants to talk about failure 
-though I've made a habit of talking aboutfailure, 
I think. . . " He laughs wearily. " I've made a career 
of it..." 

Hence those first focus-group concerns. "Some 
were a bit upset because it appeared that the band 
was over," reads a follow-up email. "But that's 
because the movie wasn't finished. . . " 

critics beware! stand up and dare to 
shout hooray! 

New scene. A Brighton street cafe, post-rehearsal 
and pre-performance. I've just bought us a couple 
of still waters. Daniel is scanning the poster for 
tonight's show above our table, in which he is 
introduced as 'Sufjan Stevens' mentor'. "I don't like 
that," he winces at length, a small laugh squirming 
through his smile. 

I have a confession to make. When I heard the 
film was being released, I didn't want it to happen. 
Partially because the Famile have already suffered 
more lazy misrepresentation from the press than 
almost any band I can think of and - less nobly 

- 'cause I'm a sectarian snob and I didn't really 
want them to crossover, become popular. 

Daniel takes this onboard with good grace. 
"Y'know, I have to say, I also didn't want it to 
happen, because I didn't know the filmmaker 

- everything I do is based on relationships and 
I didn't know this guy at all. We weren't very 
co-operative. . .weren't ourselves. We were just 
kind of like whispering when he was around. . . " 

But he, in turn, became a friend? 

"Absolutely. And that took- 1 don't know 
how many years it's been now - six or seven ..." 
He pauses. "I would never want somebody in our 
circle to make a movie about us. That would be like 
propaganda or something. . . " 

A Family Movie isn't what I expected. It kind 
of meanders, it's kind of ambient. "We were 
worried people would think it was boring ! " he quite 
literally exclaims, although several festival awards 
assembled since have presumably reassured him. 
But it's true there's not a lot of conflict - the stuff 
of drama - woven through the narrative. The closest 
we get is the aforementioned contrast between the 
current fortunes of Dan and Sufjan, although they 
spend most of the film buddying up adorably as 
friends and equals: attending each others' shows, 
playing pinball with maniacal fervour and hanging 
on the midday stoop. The latter scene sees the 
two discussing Sufjan's self-predicted early demise. 
"What, all your bad habits? What bad habits d'you 
have?" snorts Daniel, to which the other mournfully 
replies, "I slouch..." 

we love you now! then stab you! 

I think there's a reason Sufjan has been so 
successful, so quickly, I say. Everyone in the bar is 
abruptly silent, and I send an internal memo not to 
fuck this up. Notto demean him in any way, I begin. 
"Yeah?" says Daniel. But he's kind of fitting into an 
existing category -the singer-songwriter. "Yeah." 
Although he's an unusually creative and non self- 
obsessed example but. . . Daniel nods indulgently and 
I realise I have run out of sentence halfway through. 

I was reading an online review, I restart, and 
it inferred that the infamous onstage costumes 
(nurses' uniforms for the Famile, signifying healing 
-and the 'nine-fruit tree', an indelible 'single image' 
for the Brother alias) were a distraction, they were 




holding you back. Dan's pretty unyielding on this: 
"I firmly believe in no separation between visual 
and audio art. " I know, and this is the difference, 
why, despite sharing a lot of the same beliefs and 
goals, I think Sufjan has been so quickly critically 
assimilated. He came to music via flirtations with 
fiction. His work is a perfect fit for the contemporary 
American novel, considered and conscious, artist 
to audience. 

But with Danielson, every detail - from hand- 
drawn packaging to resolutely awkward lyrics 
- loops root to flower from the project's guiding 
concept. The subject matter is social, the make-up 
of the players is familial, and the structure of the 
songs congregational. Even if you don't catch the 
words, the purpose is incarnated in the people 
onstage - siblings, spouses and friends (where 
most bands start as gangs and progress to small 
businesses). It's an unbelievably unified aesthetic: 
DIY, but more than that. It's homemade, naive by 
design, aspiring to the unspoilt expression of a child. 
The reviewer (see above) wanted you to be a book 
-in fact, you're living art. 

Daniel struggles manfully into the backdraft 
of my monologue. "The cliche of the rock'n'roll 
aesthetic is, y'know, frontman, electric guitar player, 



38 1 plan b 




competing for attention. . .Very much, This is a 
show, this is rock, we may see some girls backstage 
afterwards', that kind of thing. Then there's the folk 
tradition, which is very much about people together 
- the guy with the guitar isn't necessarily the star 
up there. It's really about the songs and hopefully 
people are going to join in: it's more circular. 

" It's very easy to write us off in theory. . . " 
Daniel continues. "And, after seeing the movie, 
I've noticed it's harder for people to dismiss us 
as a bunch of good gimmicks. . . " 

It's a second chance to make a first impression. 

"But I don't want to come off as self-righteous 
either-those people are doing what they're doing 
and I just know it's not what I'm supposed to be 
doing. . . I don't want to end up doing the same thing 
I'm criticising them for. . . " (He now raises a finger 
and affects a voice so chocoliciously smug that my 
dictaphone topples over and I chortle doltishly like 
superfan number one) "Ah, if only you knew what 
I know..." 

As the movie ends, the credits roll to the first fruit 
of the next phase in the band's evolution. 'Did I Step 
On Your Trumpet' is a felt-tip micro-anthem - a 
marching band over the rainbow whose words 



finally throw overboard the fear one might offend 
others merely by being what one is. And neatly 
enough (I didn't make this up), finally seeing the film 
and unspooling the band's history was instrumental 
in helping Dan himself set a course for the future. 
The next record, Ships, would not be released as 
Brother Danielson (the individual), nor the Famile 
(our closest relationships) but simply Danielson (and 
oriented toward the public sphere, wider world). 

" I thought, let's come up with a concept which 
will finally wrap up all these loose ends. . .all these 
people that we either have worked with or we said 
we should do something together someday and 
never gotten round to it." The roll-call includes 
Sufjan, Deerhoof, Half-Handed Cloud, Anticon's 
Why? and - here's the happy ending -the whole 
Famile back together again. It's a celebratory, 
hallucinatory ensemble album that is, with that 
same conceptual consistency, a physical reunion 
and an artistic restatement: the most confident, 
accomplished, fully-grown record of their career 
so far. It's jubilant, wild, gives the lie to happy music 
being necessarily somehow simpler- sounds out 
nuance, depth and resonance in celebration. 

They've suffered massed hostility from 
certain sectors of the music industry, wholesale 



misrepresentation from the press and even hipster 
patronisation, but whatever the weather, the 
harvest keeps coming. I tell Daniel it sounds like 
he has his self-belief back. 

"I think it's very important to face inward first 
and then out. Then repeat over and over for a 
lifetime." He smiles. 

so so so! we we weave! our hands as one! 

That night, I witness the current touring band 

- Daniel, brother David, best friend Chris and 
Sounds Familyre labelmate John. They sport all-new 
nautical-but-nice uniforms, lead a polite, seated 
crowd in a succession of singalongs - Dan patiently 
rehearsing our part at the beginning of each 

- before joyously drowning us out with their 
giddiest, shrillest, screamiest material. 

" The children/They desperately/Are needing 
to be/Beset free, " we trill as more-or-less one, 
with moony orbs and suddenly-unlocked postures, 
so momentarily happy to be here there's really 
no room for irony: " While we are stacking/ 
Organising/Filing/Piling way up high and risingl " 
All the way from 'Two Sitting Ducks', and its 
climactic mash of pummelled melody and ticklish 
percussion, to the re-imagined rock classicism of 
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'I firmly believe 
in no separation 
between visual 
and audio art' 

- Daniel Smith 



Time That Bald Sexton': "Dancing to hits/And 
skipping around/Around on unsinkable ships!" 
It's so fucking cute. It totally makes me want to 
hug things. You know, those things. Urn. People. 
Yeah, 'people'. 

After, they man the merch table and fans 
f ulsomely surround them - acquiring their 
handmade greetings cards, 'good eye blinders' 
(for the elimination of distractions), 'great comfort 
pillowcases', etc etc - but mostly clamouring to 
say thank you, goodnight. It's the natural kiss-off 
to a show that pushes inclusivity at every turn, 
a shared dream that rolls us dough-like together 
and just for an hour or two makes us feel maybe 
we're part of something, we're here for a reason. 

"We are sons and daughters - we're related 
to each other, " Daniel says, back at the interview. 
"The songs aren't about me - that's not the point, 
ever - it's about each other, and it's about spiritual 
things and natural things and real life. Life is messy. 
I think seeing this movie I realised this is the vision 
I hold -and I shouldn't be ashamed of it." 

I had a concept of my own. I wanted to write 
this whole article without once mentioning the 
reason the press have gotten this band wrong on 
a year-by-year basis. But I can't, I can't do it. OK, 
so. Ahem. Here goes. Daniel Smith and (most of) 
his associates are committed Christians. They, 
y'know, believe in God. Considering how critically 
removed the press invariably claim to be from this 
(personal) detail, they really have devoted an awful 
lot of ink to it. 

Dan sighs, "Everybody believes in something" 
- but we both know this has nothing to do with 



religion and everything to do with angles, 
soundbites, pigeonholes. . . It's a sad fact that, at 
its worst, the media can harden, become a wall 
between the audience and its subject, ultimately 
more obstruction than introduction. Journalists 
have deadlines and formulas, aren't paid to care. 
But listen to me. 

When people encounter this band for the 
first time it's very intense - there's a lot of 
information to digest. Danielson: A Family Movie, 
being slower, asks you to process what's happening 
in real time, to co-exist with people who have 
not been reverse-transubstantiated into cartoons. 
And by the end, I swear, it actually starts to feel 
like the most obvious, natural, idyllic thing that 
people and families and friends could do- making 
things and hanging out and goofing off and 
travelling together - because it's what you used 
to do (if you were lucky). 

"As a child, things were so beautiful and 
believable, and there's something so amazing 
about that. Then you get older, and you get all 
sceptical, like we all do. There's a magic that's 
lost- and for me, making things as a kid and the 
memories of making - 'Oh, I could do that' - and 
you'd just do it... 

"Danielson is -it's named after me, Daniel. 
It's not an ego-trip, it's just a starting-point - 
I can do it, and be it, and just work with my friends 
and family. It doesn't have to be a concept 
that I'm talking about- it's at the heart at what 
we do." 

Which is (to recap): art, fun, faith, passion, 
honesty, modesty, independence, kinship, integrity. 

Yeah, I believe in you. 
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Swedish troubadours Herman Dune sing of crushes, cities, love # loss and the cute 
ghostly wonderment of life -and all in Everett True's living room 



Words: Everett True 

Photography: MarkOkoh 

I lustration: David-lvar Herman Dune 
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herman dune 



I'm shy around musicians I admire. 

Fame has little to do with it. The first time I met 
Galaxie 500, before they even had a UK release, 
I hid behind a pool table. I didn't want to dispel the 
magic. I spoke to The Go-Betweens once - this in 
over 25 years of seeing the band play pubs and small 
clubs - because I didn't see the need in breaking 
down the barrier between performer and audience, 
not this time. It took me over a decade to work 
up the courage to speak to Daniel Johnston, for 
different reasons. So here I am, hovering by the 
four-track in my living room, headphones my 
security blanket, a few select friends and strangers 
perched on our sofas, young Jude at the back 
mewling, "I want to go home", Isaac toddling 
around fascinated by the bearded man strumming 
an acoustic guitar and his colleague tapping on 
a few items of percussion, rapt attention on 
everyone's faces as the gentle music tells of yearning 
and loss and frozen lakes and New York City. It's 
nearing the end and David-lvar Herman Dune is 
asking me whether his band have played enough 
songs. I don't know what to say. 

"Please," I mumble. "Could you play a Jonathan 
Richman song? And could you play 'Not On Top'?" 
(The song, with its line "Well, it's 10 years from 



Afro haircut and an earring. Soon after that, I got to 
seethe Good As I Been To You tour, and it still is the 
best memory of a show I have. 

"U2. 1 don't know why. I think my brother Andre 
went to see them play when I was 1 1 , for the Joshua 
Tree tour, and I wasn't allowed to go. I was so 
frustrated that I remember picturing them as the 
best live band ever. That was enough to make me 
want to play, to [fantasise] about shows and stuff. " 

walk, don't run 

Herman Dune crept up on me. 

Sure, I loved their first album Turn Off The Light 
(Prohibited, 2000), wrote several reviews of it under 
several different names, compared it eloquently 
to Palace and Belle And Sebastian, and suggested 
that Herman Dune wrote about "teenage crushes 
that are almost expressionistic in their intensity" . 
It felt humble, shy, twee (never a dirty word), 
overwhelmed by fortune and the melancholy of 
youth: the fact English was clearly the band's second 
language gave the words added poignancy and 
charm. "Brothers David-lvar and Andre," I wrote, 
"both of North European Jewish origin, play 1 957 
Silvertone guitars bought from Miami six years ago. 
Close friend Ome plays percussion. The siblings 



'I've never wanted to be new. 
There are so many good things that 
aren't new' -David-i 



teenage/And that's a freaking lot", has caused more 
spontaneous raucous car singsongs than even ELO.) 

"Sure," David smiles. 

Since our son Isaac was born 1 8 months ago, 
we've had The Diskettes, The Research, Wet Dog, 
The Bobby McGee's and now Herman Dune play 
concerts in our living room. 

It doesn't get much more rock'n'roll than this. 

Who were the first people that made you want 
to be on stage performing? 

David-lvar: "My father, Bob Dylan and U2. My 
father is an incredible performer, he would win 
any crowd over and he sings great Jewish-Spanish 
folklore, as well as Harry Belafonte and Bob Dylan 
covers. He would have me singing with him when 
I was five or six, and it totally made me love singing 
for other people. I remember one night when I saw 
he was really proud of me, when I was 1 and 
sang a song for his friends. It made me so happy. 

"Bob Dylan. For my bar mitzvah, I got the 
Bootleg series and a videotape of Dylan on tour 
with Tom Petty. I watched it over and over again; 
so many times it didn't make any sense. It was all I 
could think about, one day be on stage and sing 'It's 
Alright Ma (I'm Only Bleeding)' with a guitar, a crazy 



- David-lvar 



grew up in Darlana, Sweden and cite its remoteness 
and forests as a major inspiration. Other sources 
for joy are Cat Power, Sonic Youth and the Dadaist 
writings of German Franz Jung." However, it 
veered towards alt country at a time when I was 
fast losing patience with the 'novelty arrogance' 
of such practitioners. 

This annoyance intensified upon the release 
of Switzerland Heritage (Prohibited, 2001 ) - the 
music's orientation moving from Glasgow, Scotland 
to Louisville, Kentucky. It sounded more adult, more 
accomplished. Some gaps had been filled in. There 
was a lot of pedal steel. I was suspicious. 

The suspicions were partly allayed by a brace of 
great songs on Mas Cambios (Track & Field, 2002) 
- 'Sunny Sunny Cold Cold Day' and the beautifully 
resigned 'Friends Come Close' - and the fact the 
brothers had taken out some of the clutter again. 
But it was too close to the Oldham blueprint for 
me to love entirely; I agree a great song is a great 
song no matter where it springs from, but context 
still matters to me. 

A while later, my fellow insurrectionary at 
Careless Talk Costs Lives, Steve Gullick (a man more 
usually noted for his love of spooked cadences and 
full-on noise fests), tried selling me on the potency 



and sheer linguistic delights of Herman Dune. He 
also loved alt country. I didn't, not at all by this point. 
And then I saw them play live. 

/ want to throw some words in about beauty here 

- beauty and the riotous, geeky pure dancing of 
the two brothers from Herman Dune with their 
chugging stop-start rhythms and four-second guitar 
solos and clouds of cigarette smoke pluming above 
their bearded, beautiful heads, and their laconic 
dry wit and enf lamed harmonies, and the way 
everything got stripped down so gentle, so aware 
during the Tom Waits cover with the singing saw. 

I had Herman Dune pinned down as somewhere 
between mediocre and Belle And Sebastian but 

- oh my God, the brief brutal-sweet interludes of 
plangent guitar ringing out like The Modern Lovers 
raised on a solid diet of The Velvet Underground, 
like all the dream New Zealand bands of the Eighties 
back for one last great hurrah, the brothers Herman 
dancing and lolloping so gracefully, beer bellies 
hanging out, with their tales of debauched, 
weed-infested, train journeys and remembered 
loves seeping out, the chromatic, cracked-voice 
harmonies so fucking beautiful. Andre dances like 
Mr Gullick in slow velvet motion, sports a pair of 
broken shades like The Legend! circa 1991, and 
sings like a bottle-green angel. 

It's like Calvin Johnson and Howe Gelb and 
Jonathan and your other cool male friends all got 
together and decided to not scare you, only hold 
you close and make you sad, make you happy, make 
you sweet, make you sour with the cute ghostly 
wonderment of life. Such fluidity! Such an easy 
grace round an amplifier! 

(Plan B weblog, June 29, 2004) 

What is 'novelty arrogance'? 

David-lvar: "Novelty is void of truth. Its value 
is only in comparison to other things. It has no 
essential quality. It is some kind of bluff. Bluffing is 
arrogant. It is very close to thinking you know better 
than others. Being a novelty act only means you 
want to surprise people, to shock their minds, or 
to lead them where they didn't expect to go. It 
doesn't mean you wrote, played or performed 
anything good. It is far more interesting to me to 
just wonder if what you do is good or not, than 
to wonder if it's new or not. " 

On this new record, Giant, I hear quite a Jonathan 
Richman influence. 

"Definitely," nods David. He and percussionist 
Neman are sat one side of my kitchen table. Two- 
thirds of Herman Dune have taken the Eurostar 
from their current hometown of Paris to play this 
one-off show in my house, returning the same 
afternoon - but not Andre. Andre is absent. "On 
this record, and on the ones before, I hope. He's 
someone I've been listening to, and who my 
brother's been listening to, on a day-to-day basis. 
If it didn't come through, that would be strange. " 



on tour 

Who have you most enjoyed 
touring with? 

"The Wave Pictures, especially Dave 
Tattersall. His songs are awesome. His 
writing is clear, sharp and well crafted. 
He ranks with Chuck Berry and Ike Turner, 
guitar-wise. I never heard a guitar player 
that could make me feel that happy. 

"Jeffrey Lewis. I never get tired of seeing 
him play, of hearing his beautiful songs. He 
and his brother Jack are beautiful on stage. 

"Joanna Newsom. I don't know her as 
a person, but I've seen her play twice, and 
each time I thought I could understand what 
people had felt when they first saw Dylan 
play, like in 1964-5." (David-lvar) 
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"Jeffrey Lewis, Kimya Dawson and 
Turner Cody are the ones we toured with 
the most with. We played a show in 
Columbus, Ohio with Kimya where the 
people at the bar were so loud she played 
in the bathroom. Touring the States with 
Kimya, playing all-ages shows and house 
shows in people's living rooms, taught us 
how to be closer to our audience. 

"The tour we did in Europe with Calvin 
Johnson and Kimya was the best! He's able 
to make people listen to him talking about 
anything, like Johnny Cash's life or Snoopy, 
and not sing a song for 20 minutes. And 
every night he improvises what he's talking 
about and turns the lights on because he 
wants to see everybody." (Neman) 




R David-lvar, Neman 




meet the band 

" Right now, we've just finished a tour with 
the following: 

"Turner Cody, one of my best friends 
and one of the best songwriters I know. 
He also happens to be a great bass player. 
He played bass on the tour. He sings on 
Mas Cambios, and we were roommates 
in Bensonhurst, NYC, near Coney Island, 
and we have recorded three of his own 
albums together. 

"The Babyskins (Crystal Madrilejos and 
Angela Carlucci). They're a fantastic mixture 
of songwriting and girl band harmony, 
with a touch of Hawaiian melodies. I met 
them in Brooklyn a long time ago. They 
sing on Jackson Heights, one of our mini-LPs, 



and on Giant, they are two-thirds of The 
Woo-Woos. 

"Lisa Li-Lund, the otherthird of The 
Woo-Woos. She's my little sister and an 
amazing songwriter. Her great voice gets 
along very well with The Babyskins' voices. 
Turner, the Babies and Lisa open for us, 
playing six-song sets. 

" Doctor Schonberg. He can play any 
instrument, all of them in his own way, 
from lap-steel guitar to steel drums. He plays 
trumpet, Jew's harp and bongos with us. 
He is one half of the band Berg-Sans-Nipple. 

"Ome. Together with Neman, he 
is my oldest and best friend. I've played 
with him, on bass or guitar, since I was 
1 1 . He is a super-gifted child. He plays 



many instruments, was always the best 
at everything at school, and is a good 
skateboarder. He drums on our first two 
albums. He's taken some time off his job 
(he is a neurologist, for real) to play guitar 
with us on this tour." (David-lvar) 

"Even if Julie Doiron wasn't on tour with us 
last fall, she's been touring with us a lot for 
the last years. She also plays bass and sings 
on Not On Top, and we are her backing band 
on Goodnight Nobody. She has a new one 
coming out on Jagjaguwar, produced by her 
former band Eric's Trip, it's really good ! Julie 
is a great singer and musician, we love to 
have her with us when she's not on tour 
for herself." (Neman) 
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in the studio 

What were you listening to while 
recording Giant! 

" New Skin For The Old Ceremony by 
Leonard Cohen. The sound of the drums has 
been an obsession for me for years. I always 
try to get the same sound on the toms. 

"Planet Wavesby Bob Dylan. The 
balance between the guitars, the bass 
and the drums are an ideal for me. 

"John Wesley Harding by Bob Dylan, for 
the sound in general, the use of stereo, the 
blending of the bass and the drums into 
groove, the level the voice is set to so that 
the song shines so clearly. The amount of 
reverb on the vocal mic, and the compression 
on the voice track. 



" VU by The Velvet Underground. The 
feel of 'Temptation Inside Of Your Heart', 
the sound of the bongos, the lead guitar. . . 
all the levels are perfect, and the take is 
so awesome, it makes me smile. 

" The Complete Red Bird Recordings 
by The Dixie Cups. These are Shadow 
Morton's finest productions I believe. 
The sound of the horns and the drums are 
amazing. The use of stereo, to let a song 
breathe even when it has horn arrangements 
on it, is even more accomplished than on 
Otis' or Aretha's recordings. 

" Ragged Old Flag by Johnny Cash for 
the sound of the lead guitar, for the sound 
of the minimal percussions and the echo on 
the voice. 



"But in the end, we always come to 
the same conclusion: you can't dress a 
monkey like a sheep, and you always have 
to find the right sound for what you just 
played. That's the main concern, so soon 
you don'tthinkofyour dream sounds 
anymore." (David-lvar) 

"I think David has mentioned all the records 
we had while we were recording Giant, 
except for Konono No 7. We were listening 
to that every morning while we were waking 
up. It made us very happy. It's all about 
African trance and percussions, which were 
part of the process of recording the new 
album, trying to find a balance between 
drums and percussion. "(Neman) 
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why I love: 
Jonathan richman 

I first heard Jonathan Richman back in 
'82. It was when I was sharing a tiny one- 
bedroom flat in south east London with 
my friend Aggi. Every evening after work, 
I would rush home to paste down some 
more Girl's Annual illustrations among 
enthusiastic words about The Go-Betweens 
and early Creation acts like Mod acolytes 
Jasmine Minks and the Byrds-ian Revolving 
Paint Dream for my fanzine The Legend!, 
using spray mount borrowed from my 
workplace. I was a silkscreen printer. 
Aggi studied fine art at Camberwell College 
just up the road. 

Not owning a television, evenings 
were either spent listening to bands like 
The Undertones, Soft Cell and Orange Juice, 
or pretending to write the odd song. I had 
a fledgling career as a shy, unobtrusive 
songwriter back then, you see, writing 
songs which, in retrospect, were quite 
alarming in both the directness of their 
sentiments and lack of melody. 

The bond which linked myself and 
Aggi was very simple: we were both fans of 
her boyfriend Stephen's band The Pastels, 
who, back then, were a wonderfully naive, 
Postcard Records-influenced, jangling pop 
band. I couldn't resist Stephen's deep, 
affected, off-key voice, nor Brian's carefully 
spelt out guitar solos. It seemed that The 
Pastels spoke directly to me and to me 



alone. The honour was reciprocated: The 
Pastels were some of the very few people 
who've ever liked my songs. 

One weekend, Stephen came to visit. 
Among other things, he had a tape of 
Jonathan Richman singing live. 

"Here, listen to this Jerry," he said, 
handing me the cassette. "You remind 
me a little of him. The way he sings with 
only the barest of accompaniments. The 
directness of his love songs. His naivety. 
The way most people don't understand 
him. He's a big influence on The Pastels, 
too. I thinkyou'll really like this." 

So I listened. 

Stephen was being way too kind, of 
course. Yes, there were distinct similarities 
between the unadorned simplicity of 
Jonathan's songs and my own, the way 
neither of us seemed to much like the dull 
thunderous roar of drums and electric 
guitars obscuring our songs, although both 
of us were definitely in love with rock'n'roll. 
But that's about where it ended. 

Jonathan had such a voice, such a way 
round a low key melody and turn of emotive 
phrase. When he sang, it seemed like you 
could hear the tinkle of magic from 
somewhere outside the grimy windows and 
grey skies, the promise that not all pop stars 
were arrogant, self-loving bores. When he 
sang, it suddenly made it OK to be male and 
sensitive. It was fine to find beauty in the 
insignificant details. 



I listened spellbound as 
this American who seemed so 
fragile, so special, sang tales 
of being scorned by girls and 
hipsters alike in his home of 
Boston, MA, accompanied 
by nothing more than an 
acoustic guitar, and 
occasional applause. 
I can remember the 
songs he played even 
now: 'New England', 
'Astral Plane', 
'Government Center' 
and the life-enriching 
'The Morning Of Our 
Lives'. All of these songs 
intoxicated me with their 
gentle grace, their joyous 
rush of sympathy and solace. 
Most especially, however, there 
was 'Don't Let Our Youth Go 
To Waste', Jonathan's plea 
from the other side of the 
generational divide, which the 
man sung a cappella, stark, 
chilling and very, very moving. I have 
never forgotten that experience. 

In 1 998, 1 was living in Seattle and 
against my better judgment I went along to 
see the smash hit kooky comedy There's 
Something About Mary. The film was pretty 
good actually. My biggest pleasure came 
when I saw my very own gentle genius 




strolling along 
between scenes, playing 
guitar, acting as the singing narrator, still 
as charming, winsome and naive as ever. 
You shouldn't underestimate him just 
because he sings quietly. Jonathan Richman 
is one of the giants of rock'n'roll. 
Everett True 



I just wondered how conscious it is. The way you 
say stuff like, "And so the girls go. . . and I'm like, 
'Here is a song I wrote for the new album, I wrote it 
when I missed New York in the autumn '" before The 
Woo-Woos sing sweet harmony back at you (at the 
start of the horn-sweetened album centrepiece 
'Take Him Back To New York City') remind me of 
the Boston troubadour's way round an audience, 
particularly on the incredible 1 977 Modern Lovers 
album, Live. 

" I don't believe that anyone ever comes up with 
something totally new," David smiles. "You tend to 
use the elements of music you like, but I don't think 
I've ever done it in a conscious way. I've always 
written songs as just songs." 

"The talking we added to some songs could 
sound like Jonathan," suggests Neman. "But we 
were thinking more of Sixties girl groups like The 
Shangri-La's." 

"Jonathan probably thought the same way," 
agrees David. " But instead of 'Where did you meet 
him?' he'd been discussing what chord the song 
was in - and to him it made sense to include in 
his songs. It's all done in a very natural way, I hope. 
If someone's heard Chuck Berry for the first 
time, they're not going to play the guitar badly 
deliberately just because Chuck Berry was a good 
guitar player. They're going to draw influences 
from him. 

"First time I heard The Velvet Underground 
I wanted to do the same, play crazy guitar solos, 
and I didn't feel there was anything wrong with it," 
the singer continues. " I've never wanted to be new. 
It's obsolete the minute you say it's new. Maybe 
Marc Ribot played something new on guitar first 
time he started playing his crazy solos, but there 
are so many good things that aren't new. " 

Also, there's that thing of whether it's new to 
you - and if it is, it doesn't matter whether it was 
recorded yesterday or 80 years ago. 

"Exactly," David agrees. "And if it's good it 
shouldn't have to be new. I thought about it when 
I started playing shows with ukulele. I'd never seen 
it in a rock band on stage. I felt it was cool because 



it was new. And then we played a tour with Jens 
Lekman opening - he played guitar with a drum 
machine. A few years after that, he was playing 
ukulele the same way I did, acoustically with his 
voice - and I thought, 'Well, if it's a shtick, it's not 
worth doing anymore'." 

little wounds 

Since that live show in 2004, 1 haven't been able 
to get their music from under my skin. Critics call 
Herman Dune anti-folk. Whatever the hell that 
means. It makes me think of articulate, melancholy, 
melody-driven singers like Kimya Dawson and sad- 
funny-smart stream-of-consciousness poet Jeffrey 
Lewis. Giant lilts and laments and articulates its 
passions in an endearingly first person way - be it 
hearing the news of John Peel's death ('Bristol'), the 



reason I love Camera Obscura, The Concretes and 
Misty's Big Adventure -their music makes me 
happy, pure and simple. I'm a sucker for a certain 
melancholia-laced harmony, a deceptively easy 
guitar solo, horns treated with gentleness and 
panache, smart tearful words. Here's what I wrote 
about Herman Dune's 2004 album, Not On Top... 

When I'm alone, at home, winter turning my 
fingertips to ice, I listen to Herman Dune. Their 
chugging, churning, heavily accentuated tales of 
travail and travel across mainland Europe never fail 
to lift me, move me, bruise my face with fragments 
of a smile and remembrance; cigarette smoke 
drifting across the neon, 'Not On Top' reducing my 
knees to a gelatinous tremble: "27 and I'm fucked," 
they lament. "It's 10 years since teenage and that's 
a freaking lot." 



'Novelty is void of truth. Its value is 
only in comparison to other things' 



pain of falling in love with a person from an 
ideologically unsound country (Take Him Back 
To New York City'), or the way animals are so 
casually abused ('Your Name/My Game') - but it's 
a beautifully detailed record, fleshed out by female 
vocal harmonies (The Woo-Woos), flute and a horn 
section that recalls the funk swing of The Meters. 

"I've always been sensitive to monkeys," 
explains David - referring to the lyric "And the 
baboon in the cage at the mercy of scientists/He's 
brave and he's showing his teeth to resist" on 'Your 
Name'. "They are such a symbol of freedom. I can't 
stand to picture them in a cage or being slaughtered 
in a pharmaceutical facility." 

I've never been able to categorise Jonathan, 
Calvin and their brethren. I gave up on all that tribal 
rubbish years ago. I love Herman Dune for the same 



- David-lvar 



I only have one question for you, I say, as we 
begin the Plan B interview. How is 27 "10 years from 
teenage"? "I made a mistake," laughs David. "I'm 
not good at numbers. I noticed it before recording 
Not On Top, but I thought it sounded good and had 
someone saying it was wrong on the song - mixed 
a little too low." 

"It's more than that now," adds Neman, "and 
I can't believe that Nirvana was 1 5 years ago. " 

Where's Andre? 

"Andre is in Germany, in Berlin," replies David. 
"He has been living there for two years, and playing 
with us when he could. He doesn't want to do this 
tour, or promotion, for Giant." 

"He recorded the album with us," Neman 
reminds me. 
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I know that, because you keep saying "Andre" 
on it. It must be weird. Andre writes and sings 
half the songs in Herman Dune, and on Giant. The 
two of you - with either Ome or Neman in support 
- have played together since you were kids. Sure, 
there have been solo records, but. And I know 
you're augmented by several talented musicians on 
tour, and on the new record, but. Where's Andre? 

"Yeah, I kept saying his name," David agrees. 
" I guess he's reached that phase with some artists 
where they can record an album and not tour with 
it. Someone was explaining to me that with pop 
music you're not a person anymore, your work is 
what you do and there's no need for flesh." 

"Also," adds Neman, "Idon'tthinkAndre 
wanted to play the songs live the way we recorded 
them. Andre just wanted the three of us. " 

I hear he plays solo shows in Berlin squats. 

"He probably does," nods his brother. "He's 
found his settled place. I haven't reached that place 
yet myself. I want to take this album on tour. " 

giant steps 

So this is what the new album sounds like. 

Mariachi marching bands and swirls and eddies 
in the poolside: hope and despair and waking up in 



"I think life is absolutely beautiful, absurdly 
beautiful, in a way that it didn't even have to make 
sense, " states David. " It's here, it is there, and it is 
far enough." 

Hedgehogs and hedgerows and the gaps in 
between the paving stones: late night lock-ins and 
God conversations and watching females smoke: 
mushrooms growing in the crevices of trees and 
stumbling across Giant's Causeway in the bitter 
cold, with a hangover: fridge magnets that spell 
poetry in pictures, and horn ensembles: smoky 
nightclubs and a faded Blue Note album and 
cardboard boxes full of memory; The Phantom 
Tollbooth and Richard Brautigan and the fatal lure 
of Dostoevsky. 

Urn. I guess it doesn'tsounc/ like all the above. 
Still. The album is well-named. It's gigantic. 

"I love giant imagery," remarks David. "Andre 
and I argued about the nephilim (giants) in the bible 
while we were recording. He said that I'd made that 
chapter up, until he realised that the bible he had 
at the studio was a Jehovah's Witnesses' one from 
a thrift store, and they had removed that part. " 

"In northern Wales where we recorded the 
album they have lots of stories about giants," adds 
Neman. "The atmosphere is very mysterious and the 



'I think life is absolutely beautiful, 
absurdly beautiful' -Davi 



- David-lvar 



the world. I haven't smoked in two years though, 
because it really started feeling weird. I started 
feeling I was making up a million pleasures that 
cigarettes were supposed to bring me, just because 
I needed to smoke, and I wastoo proud to admit it." 

baby bigger 

So you're big pop stars in France now? 

"It's not true," laughs David. "There's been 
some attention in the press. Everybody's like, 'Oh 
I've always liked you. ..' There's been a lot of word- 
play around the album title. It will be on the cover 
of some cultural magazine. People will want me 
to draw stuff for their magazines. They want us to 
be their backing band. I don't think it's anything of 
any value." 

"Also," explains Neman, "we sing in English, 
not in French." 

Why do you do that? 

"I always have done," says David. "When you're 
1 and you're making up your own song out of half 
a Bob Dylan song and half a Beatles song, English is 
the language you use. I learned what a rhyme is in 
English, and what a song is. It's not only a matter 
of what you say, but how you say it. I've never had 
that process in other language. Even when I only 
knew 20 words, I would use these 20 words in 
English to make up a song. I've never written in 
French and then translated it to English. That 
wouldn't make sense to me. " 

So you might do a French song if. . . 

"I don't think so," David interrupts. "I've never 
sung in French - even a cover of Jacques Brel. The 
French language is important to me in books and 
plays, but not in song. I know Serge Gainsbourg 
is a good writer, but I've been listening to English 
songs since I was small." 

French is seen as linguistic shorthand for cool 
and romanticism, the image of Paris being a city 
for lovers. . .Does the English language have a similar 
significance to other cultures? 

"I think it's more like, when you're painting you 
have some colours," the singer suggests. "You feel 
like blue, you paint with blue. If you've learnt guitar 
you play guitar. If you listen to a record, you may just 
want to try the same chords because you like them; 
and then, if you've been using those chords a long 
time, you want to stick to it because you've got 
good at it. I have my ways in English with writing 
songs and I think I would have to learn it all again 
[to write in French] and I'm not sure I would like it. 

"The English language has certain tricks that 
help create the songs -just the way a word is 
enough, whereas in French, when you speak, 
you have a lot of expressions made out of a lot 
of words. In English there are a lot of words that 
mean exactly what they mean. It goes well with the 
shape of the song." 

What were the first 20 words you used to write 
songs with? 

"Oh... my first song definitely had 'baby' in it. It 
was quite similar to now, a lot of 'baby's'." 



Novosirbirskand notthinking it's a miracle; children 
playing ukuleles and throwing colourful shapes in 
the air and quietened now, thoughtful: abandon 
and apple trees and three months of Moomin comic 
book strips: walks in the Black Forest at 7am and 
ferry rides across to Belgium: computer screens 
flickering and headphones and watching TV late 
at night with only a handful of field recordings 
for company: Dexys and Tom Waits and third 
generation drinking songs wrestling for control of 
the CD player: riding on motorbikes through narrow 
country lanes in Limerick, taking taxis all the way 
round Manhattan to see the dawn come up, drifting 
out to sea in the Adriatic; Switzerland and Sweden 
and the gargoyles at the top of the Notre Dame: 
regret and lust and the knowledge that life is so 
fucking brief. 
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nature looks very old, 
with these forests with 
huge trees and rocks. 
You could really picture 
a giant there!" 

What's the attraction 
of smoking? 

David-lvar: "I guess it 
was a way of importing 
my own atmosphere 
wherever I was. I 
remember being at 
the Arctic Circle with 
Neman, and smoking 
a cigarette and thinking 
it was the best thing in 
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Sweetness of being 

The singular world of Joanna Newsom- harpist 
singer and composer of an American classic 



\/ords: Frances Morgan 

hotoqraphv: Cat Stevens 



'som has bones drawn on her 
ion her leggings. I've just noticed, 
Lto get my notebook from my 

^^k leggings she's wearing 

Jress sprinkled with tiny grey stars are 
to resembftyje human skeleton: tibia, 
>ula, femur, drawn oT^n smudgy fabric paint. 
Newsom's friend madeSlaem as part of 
a Halloween costume, she teTl^^and then 
gave them to her as a Christmas pr 
because she'd liked them so much. 

"They actually go up all the way ! " sh 
exclaims. "It's pretty amazing! I trie* 
wearing them around just as pants a 
kind of... scandalous. Somehow they're r 
graphic: a skeleton pelvis painted onto 
x -~nt. So now you just see the lower half," 
• mock-demure. 

to myself, keep it simple. Say it 
:, unadorned and total. Try to keep 
t plain; to be a critic, not a would-be poet. 
I was saying to myself, take your time. T 
the things her record reminds you of and I 
them out on the table and wait till they st 
twitching, and then- only then -can you 
spruce them up and display them; but kee 
their real selves to yourself, for they can only 
survive in your own heart's microclimate. And 
besides, this isn't- it really isn't -about you. 

That day in October, I was writing a review 
of Ys, Joa nnaN e^Us second album. It was 
cold and I was hunched at the table like a 
fisherman waiting for a bite. I had promised 
myself that I would be precise, and private. 
I would save the similes and skimp on metaphor 
and concentrate on -fuck, y'know, basic stuff 
like reality. The nature of. And how Joanna 
Newsom, musically and lyrically, had created 
an alternate, consistent and utterly believable 
one of her own, her portal a five-song album 
for harp, vocals and orchestra. And how, for 
the 55 minutes it took to listen to Ys, it became 
your reality too. 



instead on what song did what and where. 
I described the assuredness of Newsom's 
harp playing and Van Dyke Parks' orchestral 
arrangements, and howthose elements, 
combined with Newsom's ferociously detailed 
lyrics, culminated in a piece of work that was as 
^^afted and skilled and yet emotionally direct 
as any lasting work of architecture. 



The other stuff? The stuff about how, 
sometimes, like when Newsom sang, 
shivering ly, "As I crash through the rafters, 
and the ropes and the pulleys trail after and 
the holiest belfry burns sky-high " ('Sa wd ust 
And Diamonds'), while the harp flickered and 
licked like flames at the edge of a great furnace 
- how I felt for a second that kind of quick^ 1 - -'- 
enlightenmentthat happens only in - J - 
How I would sense, when theoj 
ko came not a collection of wood and me 
nicand impersonal, 1 
there were vistas in all of us that would f< 
be unexamined; and how insanely sad th 
was? How the weird familiarity of Newsom's 
tunes (echoes of hymns, films, progressive rock, 
symphonic pop, song cycles and traditional 
ballads) recalled an imaginary history that 
wasn't mine but wasn't anyone else's either? 

I left all that out. Writing that stuff down 
felt like taking apart a pocket watch in the 
full knowledge that I had no idea how to put 
it back together again. 

Before we met today, on the eve of 
Newsom's first orchestral tour, I had felt the 
3 way about this interview. I had worried 
'd be drawn into poring over the skeletoi 
r latest work, as others have done, but 
that all the words I might come up with would 
be no more truthful or lasting than fading 
white bones daubed onto black stretch cotton. 

joy shapes 

The first time I met Joanna Newsom was in 
2004, interviewing the Californian harpist and 
singer one hot day in Hyde Park, as she toured 
the UK with tracks from her debut album, The 
Milk-Eyed Mender. It was a brave delight of 
a record, peppered with deceptively simp 
sweet songs that are still firm live favourites 

Despite her disowning of thercl 
since then, Mender did have much of th 
immediacy of traditional music -or rather^ 
of interpretations of traditional music, 
with motifs from Celtic, Senegalese and 
Appalachian folk as well asfrbm20th Century 
American classical music running throughc 
The exposed set-up of harp, occasional piano " 
and guitar, and Newsom's untrammelled 
vocals, gave the impression sometimes of 
a 'found' recording, archived and timeless. 
While containing strong lyrical undercurre" 4- 
of uncertainty and mortality, it felt joyous. 



Joanna newsom 



if the songs could not help but burst forth from their 
creator. I tentatively compared her to a young Van 
Dyke Parks, the veteran, venerable arranger and 
composer whose 1 965 record Song Cycle and 
contributions to The Beach Boys' Smile were abiding 
passions of mine. Apart from it just being a giant 
compliment, I felt they shared a knack for a kind 
of intricate, wordy pop-classical songwriting idiom, 
combined with a similar approach to the Americana 
that provided much of their source material. 

Soon after this, songs from Ys began appearing 
in Newsom's live sets: they were long, labyrinthine 
numbers that eddied along much more challenging 
currents than before, and her voice navigated them 
with a new gravitas and fluidity. It was a surprise, 
then, but also not at all a surprise, when Ys was 
announced to have orchestral arrangements by 
Parks himself. The album was recorded by Steve 
Albini and mixed by Jim O'Rourke. Clearly, Newsom 
was aiming high -"I was reaching for a way to 
express a certain idea and the simple timbre of voice 
and harp wasn't enough to express it, " she explains. 

first incisions 

We'll come back to orchestras. But first, the 'idea'. 
As Vs was released late last year, it became obvious 
that the lyrics alluded to a time of great change in 
Newsom's life: a year of losses, findings and 
defining experiences. Messageboard sleuths and 
journalists alike seemed not content to leave it at 
that, speculating about the nature of those events 
and the people involved as if Newsom's life was a 
treasure hunt. While it's natural to seek meaning in 
lyrics, some of these musings sought to reduce Ys to 
little more than poetic, confessional autobiography. 



"That's something I've come back to again and 
again," she nods. "When people talk to me about 
it [Ys], there's two completely divorced lines of 
interpretation. One is to see it as deeply confessional 
and to want to talk - like, really want to talk - about 
what happened to me. Usually those people are 
extremely irritated at my claim that it mattered to 
me in making the record, but it doesn't matter at 
all in terms of the work that got produced. I wrote 
it and recorded it in such a way that my hope is that 
it would have some worth and strength completely 
separate from what inspired the songs. 

"The other line of interpretation is that it means 
nothing, or it's fanciful and whimsical. Which is also 
irritating, but almost less irritating, only because 
it frees me from having to get into an argument. 
There's this feeling that somehow I need to answer 
for the images and emotions in my work, like I need 
to spill, to make it more accessible somehow." 

I try to explain my response to Ys's lyrics. For 
me there are two layers, I falter. There's the general 
narrative, which is made up of different narratives - 
of real and imaginary things - and then there's the 
other, more symbolic stuff, that people can relate 
to whatever their own experience or knowledge. 

"Definitely," she agrees. And then, doubtfully, 
"I think. I guess." She starts again: "I think the 
process of examining your own life at length, 
holding it like this [she holds her hands out flat, 
palms upturned] and looking at specific events - 1 
think if you look at it long enough a shape asserts 
itself and a symmetry asserts itself and a really strong 
kind of glaringly obvious poetry and... universalism 
- universality? - emerges as well. The end result is 
often to produce something that is a foil for a lot of 



'There's this feeling that somehow 
I need to answer for the images and 
emotions in my work' 



So Newsom decided to speak in depth about 
the real-life inspirations for Ys to San Francisco 
writer Erik Davis for Arthur magazine. The resultant 
essay is superlative; Davis is an ideal guardian for 
Newsom's story -but. But. But. 

I take a deep breath. 

After I read that piece, I felt like I maybe knew 
too much, I tell her. I wanted to put some of the 
knowledge back, almost. 

She thinks for a bit. Slowly says, "In that 
particular interview I answered a lot of questions 
that I had never answered before and I haven't 
answered since and I probably won't answer again. 
I had determined that I had wanted it to be an outlet 
for a certain sort of debunking. . . " 

To stop people deciphering so much from your 
lyrics and getting it wrong? 

" Exactly. Although only in very specific areas, 
because I definitely don't want to take a stand 
against people 'getting it wrong', in a general sense. 
That's part of any artistic experience, the freedom 
to get it wrong. When I look at a piece of visual art 
or read a book, I want to be able to get it wrong; I 
don't want this kind of airlessness or claustrophobia 
in the experience. But there are one or two areas 
that I felt very sensitive about because they feel like 
sacred, extremely important things to me, and it 
was making me feel sick to my stomach to read 
some of the things people wrote. There were just 
certain areas where I was like, 'Ugh! No! I don't 
want that to be fair game. I feel too close to this'. " 

I suppose what I meant when I talked about 
getting it wrong was more like, it's wrong to reduce 
a constructed piece of work into "It's about the time 
this thing happened to her". 



different emotional reactions, because you come up 
with a set of universal themes, like loss or mortality 
or death or decadence or happiness or joy or family 
or health - all these massive ideas from something 
very small. It becomes this space for interpretation; 
a million interpretations that are equally valid. 

" My associations with the process lean towards 
something that's sort of brutal, in a way -this 
animal that's cut open in front of you and it's awful 
and disgusting, but also perfect and beautiful and 
you can see how the heart brings blood to the veins 
and what makes the lungs work, and there's this 
overwhelming beauty to it. Maybe that image isn't 
a good one because it's so morbid, and a lot of this 
work wasn't morbid. All I mean is, it was terrifying 
and something I didn't want to address, but at the 
same time it was good for me and revealed a certain 
shape that I wouldn't have found any other way. " 

Do you feel lucky to be able to take such 
experiences and make them into something like Ysl 

"I think I felt lucky. I don't think I could do 
it again." 

seeing sound 

The next chapter in the story of Ys is its performance 
live, with a small group or an orchestra, a process 
which sees the album taking on a slightly different 
resonance as Newsom works with various 
ensembles and conductors. 

In a way, some of its surreal, feverish intensity 
is lost to the pragmatism of being a performable 
work rather than a one-off, preserved recording 
event. Another way, the songs gain a warm 
spontaneity that almost comes as a relief after so 
many lone listens.This is what I'm thinking, sort of, 



in the back seats of Manchester's Bridgewater Hall. 
Joanna Newsom, two members of her touring band 
from the US and the Northern Sinfonia are grouped 
on a well-lit stage. I rememberthelasttimelsaw 
her play, at the Accelerator Festival in Stockholm, 
July 2005. She performed a fledgling version of 
'Only Skin', and I remember how she'd sung the 
lines"£e a woman. ..be a woman. . . ", as if she 
was convincing herself, and me too, of a shift in 
perception, a painful growing towards the light. 

Tonight, 'Only Skin' is one of the triumphs of 
the set. Of all the songs on Ys, it's the one where 
the orchestra seems the most necessary, guiding 
the listener through its clearly defined movements 
to the wild waltzing passage of, "Take my bones, 
they are gone, gone, gone", where drummer Neal 
Morgan takes on Bill Callahan's vocal duties. The 
musicians move together, not 'as one' exactly, but 
like the crew of a ship pitching through turbulent 
waves, reacting to every crest and trough. 

Elsewhere, occasionally, there's an odd tension 
between the tumbling groove of Newsom's harp 
style and the strictures of a 30-plus ensemble: 
rhythms that were syncopated feel less so, and 
Newsom's vocals keep stricter time than usual. 

"This is a huge experiment in a way," admits 
Newsom, of the orchestral performances. "It could 
be amazing, or I could nosedive and mess up and 
have this entire orchestra behind me. . . " 

When you recorded Ys you didn't play directly 
with the orchestra. So how was it put together? 

" It was an overdub. There were a number of 
reasons it was like that. One was that Van Dyke 
wanted it that way, because he had noticed that 
every time I played there's these shifts in tempo. 
So he wanted to arrange to the final harp and vocal 
track, and that was the impetus for doing it that 
way. But actually, it ended up being helpful for 
retaining the sense of quietness and smallness 
and groundedness that I wanted, with this sort 
of orchestral corona. . .this wash that surrounds 
it and flares up and comes back down again." 

What does an orchestra represent for you? 

"A lot of the associations I have with 
a symphonic orchestra will apply in a live context 
in a way that they didn't really apply in making 
this record. I mean, all the trappings of classicism; 
austerity and formality and maybe a sort of 
stiltedness. Not musically stilted but emotionally 
held back - although I've had a lot of those 
stereotypes shaken up. 

" But when I made the choice to have an 
orchestra on the record, I didn't associate it with 
the same things, because when things get reduced 
to a palette of timbres and colours and you don't 
have the visual presence of this orchestra sitting 
there in their tuxedos and black gowns, it becomes 
more tactile and emotional, and the experience of 
hearing the music becomes much more physical." 

That does come across in the album. It's as if 
the orchestra comes from all around you. 

" I think part of that is definitely due to Jim 
O'Rourke and his mixing. It was incredible to 
watch him do the mix. I definitely saw the shape 
of sound go through many different generations 
as he worked. He's recorded symphonic orchestras 
many times, and he knows how to throw up on 
the board all sorts of versions of that mix, and use 
it as a starting point. He broke apart the physical 
presence of the orchestra in a way that made it 
completely different; if you were to close your eyes 
and imagine what might be creating the sounds, 
it's not likely that you'd imagine the crescent shape 
of an orchestra pit." 

come on home 

Joanna Newsom's affection for her collaborators is 
obvious. Her voice warms when she speaks of them: 
not only Jim O'Rourke and Van Dyke Parks, but also 
her current band, a small ensemble that performed 
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Ys with her on a recent tour of the US. The band's 
drummer and backing vocalist Neal Morgan, and 
Ryan Francesconi on banjo, Bulgarian tambura and 
guitar, accompany her alongside the orchestra. 

Visually, the trio make an attractive grouping. 
There's Newsom's almost balletic stance at the 
harp - straightbacked and slender, she exudes 
a combination of steely strength and airborne 
grace. Morgan sits guarding an upturned bass 
drum, torn and cymbal, all of which he uses more 
as texture than beat-keeper; although he builds 
to processional-sounding rumbles in the songs' 
climaxes. Francesconi augments the harp with 
sharply textured licks of steel string. The men's 
cropped, dark hair, intense features and dapper 
suits place them (as often one feels looking at 
Newsom) somewhere historically indeterminate. 

"I think I might try and do something loosely 
with a band," Newsom reflects when I ask her 
about her current and future plans, "because I'm 
interested in interaction with other musicians in 
a way that the last record was not about - the heart 
of the record was hermetically sealed and I needed 
it to be that way. I'm interested in still writing my 
own songs, but I'm moving further towards writing 
parts around parts. I'm really having fun playing with 
Neal. I love to dance and I love playing songs that 
have a beat that someone could actually dance to. . . 
I want to do something fun\" she laughs. 

So what else is inspiring your new music? 

"It feels domestic, in a weird way. A lot of good 
things, I guess, are inspiring it. I just moved into 
a house I love. My good friend just had a baby, and 
that's making me think about the things that being 
around a newborn baby makes you think about. 

"I'm not sure if any of these new songs will 
become a record," she continues. "Sometimes 
I just write to write, and then I'll know at some point 
if it makes sense to record. I guess the new songs 
sound probably the most folky out of any songs I've 
ever written -which is funny because I'm always 
like, 'I'm not a folk musician!' But they naturally 
moved in that direction. Whether I would like to 
admit it or not, I am definitely influenced always by 
traditional music." 

by the people 

Domesticity; folkiness. Babies. Sounds kind of 
nice, I think, as I wonder about this new material. 
Homespun tales, I predict. Quilt-like and calm. . . 

Ha! As if! I'm back at Bridgewater Hall, the 
orchestra's gone, and Newsom, Morgan and 
Francesconi are tearing into a fast-paced, percussive 
number. Newsom's lyrics rush out fast, but I catch 
morsels of shipwrecks, waves, gowns, gardens, 
restriction - a refrain of "Have you forgotten 
everything?" -a world not dissimilar to that 
conjured by one's first listen to Ys, in fact, but, 
if anything, more legendary, more apparently fictive. 

Newsom was right: it is the most obviously 'folky' 
thing she's possibly ever done. Where her previous 
work tapped into the more reflective aspects of folk 
music, the lullabies and ballads, this has the wild, 
weird, whirling texture of gypsy music or of the 
French prog-folk of Breton musician Alan Stivell. 
It's a patchwork of European styles, rumbustiously 
Celtic but stitched together with more Eastern, 
modal patterns too. The chorus contains both a yelp 
and an enthusiastically jarring sequence of chords. 
It's strong stuff, like Kate Bush's 'Jig Of Life' and 
Brigitte Fontaine and Vialka and Magma; and there 
is a tiny pocket of silence before the crowd cheers. 
And I mentally high-five Joanna Newsom, for doing 
(as usual) what neither I nor anyone else expected. 

It's clear that Newsom sets herself high standards 
lyrically. While I found that "new one" (as she back- 
announces it at the show) as evocative as always, 
she says, " I think that some of these lyrics I'm less 
happy with than I've been in the past - it might be 
that I have less of an attention span for them at the 



moment, like I'm more interested in knocking these 
songs out so that I can play them. " 

Your lyrics for Ys are almost the opposite to that. 
There's this almost obsessive sensibility. It must have 
been, urn, tiring... 

"Yeah, it was exhausting. I felt really compulsive 
and emphatic about the fact that every word had 
to mean an exact thing, and every sentence had to 
convey this exact image. I edited soooo much; it did, 
on some level, feel like - in my own twisted, skewed 
version of the world -a life and death matter." 

It seems kind of unfair that sometimes you need 
some turmoil in your life for a certain kind of work 
to be produced, I say uncertainly. 

She leans her elbow on the table and rests her 
cheek on her hand. "If it is the truth," she says, 
deliberately and a little tired-sounding, "I'm OK 
with just not making any more music. I will continue 
making it, though, because it's institutionalised in 
my life. I've been making it as a daily, instinctive 
thing as long as I can remember. But I do think 
I would choose my friends and my family and a nice 
home-life over making a string of albums that I was 
proud of but, like" -she pauses- "no happiness". 

Suddenly, I hate the way we approach art like it's 
an accident. 

This idea that a great work can only be produced 
when things are particularly bad is just a convention, 
I say. I'm not necessarily sure it's right. 

"A lot of my favourite musicians and songwriters 
are real technicians, craftspeople - into the idea 
of craft rather than just instinct or just emotional 
reaction," she replies. "That doesn't mean that their 
music isn't emotional, but often it's just. . .A lot my 
favourite songwriters have this sort of discipline, 



that's full of incandescent genius. I could describe 
her for days and not get close to shining a light on 
the essence of her 'country-cult-baroque' music, 
with its country lilt, weirdly nerdy, unadorned vocals 
and intricate, soulful arrangements so fucking 
climactic in places that they shouldn't actually be 
allowed. And the lyrics: an intense mix of sexual 
and religious fervour that's almost Blakeian in its 
singularity, full of cosmic imagery held down with 
everyday wonder. On a fan site MP3, Sill introduces 
a 1 972 live performance of 'The Kiss': " I can't 
decide if this is a romantic song or a holy song, " 
she drawls, " but whatever it is, it stands for that 
brief communion of a kiss, whether it's actually 
a kiss or just a moment that is locked in -y' know? 
I don't know. Uh, I hope you like it. " 

That's kind of Judee Sill, summed up: moments 
that are 'locked in' punctuate and illuminate her 
songs at a remarkable rate; and some of those 
moments last for whole songs. 

Is that, kind of, Joanna Newsom summed up 
too? I don't know. I do know that the feelings 
I tried to describe when reviewing Ys- the ones 
I discarded because they freaked me out - could 
have been summed up in just the same way: 
a reaction to locked-in moments. When those 
moments come via someone who's physically 
gone from us, someone like Sill who's now just a 
fiction herself, you can acknowledge and praise 
them, freely discuss their effect upon you. Aimed at 
Joanna Newsom - someone still in her mid-twenties, 
still very much alive, still questing and creating, 
taking risks and making mistakes -such praise 
seems like hyperbole, and hyperbole spoils beautiful 
things. And that's why it feels so scandalous to talk 



'A lot of my favourite songwriters are 
real technicians, craftspeople -into 
the idea of craft rather than just 
instinct or emotional reaction' 



where you feel that they work, they work with 
whatever they have. Judee Sill is a good example. 
She was a definite technician - " 

Her music is so weird, though . . . 

"Oh, it's fucking insanel" she interjects, 
re-energised suddenly. "It's disturbingly weird 
sometimes. It's steeped in this kind of Christian, 
mystical, weird man-worshipping... She's gotthe 
craziest stuff going on in her lyrics, lots of soldiers 
and pearls and pilgrims and bridegrooms. But her 
melodies and songwriting are kind of unparalleled, 
by a certain set of standards. She's really good at 
one particular idiom, this American vernacular thing 
that in some ways Van Dyke Parks is kind of the king 
of, in modern pop music. [Aaron] Copland-isms; the 
American frontier classical symphonic sound. Judee 
Sill is one of the only pop musicians other than Van 
Dyke Parks who even began to mine that. Almost 
every one of her songs has these figures that are 
1 00 per cent part of Twenties or Thirties American 
classical music more than anything else. And she has 
this weird gospel harmonies on top of that - she's 
really interesting to try to pick apart. " 

soldier of the heart 

Newsom's identification with Californian composer/ 
singer Judee Sill is geographical and musical, rather 
than personal or lyrical; that much is clear. Sill, who 
died in her early thirties from a heroin overdose after 
releasing only two albums (a posthumous collection 
was recently released, mixed - appropriately - by fan 
Jim O'Rourke), has a back-story worthy of a gritty 
biopic exposing the underbelly of the early Seventies 
Laurel Canyon scene, underlying a body of work 



about it, and why it's so hard to put my thoughts 
back together again after I listen to Ys. 

I mean, what in the hell does it feel like to make 
a record like that? How do you know when it's 
done? What does it sound like, when it's yours? 

"When Jim had finished mixing it, he like cracked 
me two beers, one for each hand, and sent me 
upstairs to listen to it," Newsom tells me. "And 
I was sitting there weeping like a little baby, because 
it was exactly what I wanted it to be. I felt like 
someone had dumped a bucket of water over my 
head; I was sitting there gasping for air. I was like, 
this is it, every little piece is exactly what I wanted 
it to be, for better or for worse. Even if no person 
on the planet likes it or gets it, this is the piece of 
work I wanted to make. Everything I wanted to 
put into it is there. Every story I wanted to put into 
it, and every image. It's a complete, whole work. 
And I've never had that feeling in my entire life." 

Throughout the whole interview, Newsom 
never once utters the album's name, referring 
to it as 'the record', or just 'it'. It's left to me to 
awkwardly mutter "Ees..." out of the corner of 
my mouth. I hope I'm saying it right. 

"I don't know how I would feel [listening to it] 
now," she continues. "I've heard it probably 
enough times and heard enough things about it. . . 
I feel you give up a sense of ownership once it's out 
there in the world. 

"But I always have that to hold onto, that 
memory of sitting in that room with my two beers, 
bawling. And then immediately being terrified that 
I was going to get hit by a bus or something," she 
laughs, " because I had made my piece of work. " 

plan b 1 55 



VT • 




f v: 



,'• 





The bare essentials according tp Kompakt foun<4er and minimal techno pioneerJVIich^el Mayer 

Words: Robin Wilks • # 

Photography: Simon Fernandez • • • # • 



It's late July 2006 in Benicassim, Spain, and I'm 
dancing outdoors as a beautiful dawn gathers in 
the sky. The DJ has been playing a deep techno 
set, eschewing standard crowd-pleasing festival 
fare for something more inventive and resonant, 
morphing from one subtly twisting groove to 
another, gradually gathering pace. The crowd is in 
high spirits; there's some sort of acid house cross- 
dressing Flintstone's character atop of a wheelie bin 
with his arms in the air; and as the sun hits the sky 
the music bursts into the most impossibly joyful, 
cheesy slice ofEurodisco, and a friend turns to me 
with a wide smile and says, "You can 't get less 
minimal than this! " and he's right. 

But the man behind the decks is, for many, the 
figurehead of the entire minimal scene: Michael 
Mayer, Cologne-based DJ, techno producer, disco 
obsessive, and owner of the greatest electronic 
music label in the world: Kompakt. 

However you might imagine Michael Mayer to 
be in person, you'd probably be surprised. He's as 
far as you can get from the stereotype of the surly 
techno geek. Mayer is handsome, smiles a lot 
and has a relaxed, personable manner. He also looks 
remarkably healthy for one whose industry revolves 
around late nights, smoky clubs and general high 
living. "You'd be surprised - I'm in the office at 9am 
most days," he tells me in the bar of the swanky 
Malmaison hotel, where he's catching a few 
moments of rest before his early-hours set at Fabric. 

Mayer says his outlook has changed little after 
nine years of running the label (with Jurgen Paape 
and Wolfgang Voigt), DJing worldwide, and 
producing the odd record along the way. "I've 
always had the same approach, I think. I've always 
tried to combine very deep, abstract things with 
populist approaches. These are two parts of the 
same thing, and I never want to keep them separate. 
I like each and every aspect of electronic music. 
I don't want to be pigeonholed and doomed to 
play only minimal for the rest of my life. " 

Kompakt began as a record shop in Cologne 
in 1 992, and developed into a label, distribution 
company and artist agency, bringing together 
a wealth of related projects. It quickly became 
a standard to aspire to for minimal techno, and 
forged a cross-cultural appeal. "We had the dream 
of putting everything through one channel," says 
Mayer. "The only common factor is that we like 
it, be it gay disco, ambient or hard techno. Our 
idea was to surprise people constantly, and to 
challenge people's listening habits. We don't want 
to be the 'scientific madman' - we always are very 
uncomfortable with people saying, 'This is not 
techno, this is intellectual music,' and we're like, 
'No, we like drinking, we like to party!'" 

In the nine years since forming Kompakt, the 
minimal sound it helped to pioneer has grown into 
a global craze with its own chart hits, but Mayer 
feels unaffected by this. "The minimal that blew up 
thisyearisnotthe minimal I identify with. I wouldn't 



call myself a minimal producer any more, actually. 
But minimal as a perfect form is something I adore 
as an idea. I would certainly play some of the 
records Anja Schneider plays, but playing these 
kind of records all night long is something I did 
1 years ago, when things like Studio 1 and 
Maurizio came out. And I don't wanna go back 
there. The emotional depth and mightiness aren't 
there any more. Now minimal is used as a guise 
- 'I hide myself behind nothing' - because you 
can't do any wrong saying it. " 

Despite the success of Kompakt and its 
contemporaries, techno is still underground in 
its home city. "Cologne is basically a rock city," 
says Mayer. "Then, secondly, there's house - 
Cologne is the gay capital. Unfortunately, the gay 
crowd doesn't mix a lot with the techno crowd. 
Never did. And the city of Cologne brags that it's 
the electronic metropolis and so on, but they never 
really supported our thing - the opposite is the case, 
actually. Like, right now it's difficult to find a place 
with a licence. Other cities, like Berlin or Hamburg 
or Munich, always had a better infrastructure 
regarding clubs. But maybe that's why people 
spend so much time in the studio in Cologne. " 

Is there a rivalry with other labels producing 
music in a similarvein? "I don'tseethem as rivals. 
To be alone is a terrible thing. I'm happy that 
they're there, it's a sign of strength for the whole 
community and for artistic ideas and independent 
culture." He looks sweetly sincere. "If they went 
broke, I'd be sad." 

Nitsa club, Barcelona, December 2005. A beautiful 
old theatre in a dirty alleyway off Las Ram bias. It's 
Mayer's favourite club, where he's played regularly 
for the past eight years. He talks of an intimate 
connection between the DJ and the audience here 
and, having spent a night losing myself in the music, 
I know exactly what he means. Every Mayer set is 
a unique experience, tailored for a specific crowd 
and moment, and tonight what comes over more 
than anything is the deep blue melancholia of 
Kompakt music - an uplifting melancholia. 

Mayer's enormous strength when DJing is his 
transitions between tracks - he doesn't try to 
dazzle with technical tricks, or cut records into 
ADD-friendly bite-size pieces; his sets develop into 
a seamless musical journey. "I was never a great 
technician, I'm not the turntable wizard with four 
turntables and stuff, but my capability is to play the 
right record at the right time. That's a school of 
DJing different from what Marco Carola does, 
or Richie Hawtin or Magda, and I would never say 
that one thing is better than the other, but I was 
born to do this, and Richie was born to do what 
he does. He might have the same favourite records 
sometimes, but what we do is completely different. 
I'm old-school!" 

These skills are amply demonstrated on his new 
mix album Immer2, which showcases a deeper, 



more exploratory approach than previous CD sets. 
It starts with mysterious, hypnotic sounds from 
Someone Else and Ian Simmonds and builds to * 
a climax with Todd Terje's remix of Lindstrom's 
'Another Platform' ("The most amazing disco 
track I've ever heard - it's like an elemental force") 
and onwards and outwards into a delirious 
sequence of after-hours bliss. Unlike many DJs 
who concentrate on getting the latest unreleased 
tracks onto their mix CDs, Mayer only uses tried and 
tested favourites, and spent over a year compiling 
and revising Immer2's tracklist ("It's like choosing 
colours to paint a picture," he says), and fearing it 
might never be finished. 

" It was really important to do it after the 
summer, when I played lots of festivals - but 
I promised myself to do it differently, to see how 
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far I can go in terms of ignoring the rules of prime- 
time, main-floor culture. I promised I would try to 
go as deep as possible, and that any minute without 
a bass drum is a good minute. And it turned out 
to be a very successful season for me. I had the 
impression people are very happy about the relaxed 
way, and there's no rule that if you play between 
1 am and 6am you've got to punish people with the 
hardest and the most oversaturated tracks - you 
can also take them to the opposite corner, and this 
was my mission." 

It's already shaping up to be a vintage year for 
Kompakt, with fine releases from Ewan Pearson 
(Partial Arts), John Dahlback (Hug) and Brazilian 
powerhouse Gui Boratto. But what Mayer's most 
excited about is Supermayer, his own burgeoning 
collaboration with Aksel Schaufler (Superpitcher). 
" It's just something that happened by accident, 
in a way. We're very close friends, and we share 
a studio, so it's not completely by surprise, but still, 
we didn't expect that we would drop all other plans 
and want to work together. It's the perfect match. 

"We just want to take our time, and we're not 
promising any album, or anything, but there's going 
to be something. A revolution, maybe. Supermayer 
saves the world!" 
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Frida Hyvonen 

Water Rats, London 

Like Christmas. 

No, not. The outside room is full of drunks, babbling. The bar is 
darkened, with fairy lights along the walls like a pre-prohibition Chicago 
joint. Open the door to the theatre and you imagine yourself stepping 
into a 19th Century Victorian melodrama, something from an Alan 
Moore story perhaps. Open the door and you'll be bedazzled by music 
hall piano-thumping, small lights set around a solitary keyboard, and the 
hushed murmur of expectation. Better to knock back a pint or five, 
reinforce the status quo, flushed and brooding, secure in numbers and 
the knowledge that life is static, a series of disconnected vignettes that 
will never be captured in song, never eulogised in florid prose. Listen. 
Listen closer. Is that the moon I can hear, singing your name, stars 
littering the outer reaches of your imagination? Is that the moon 
I hear, chiding and joking and quietly stripping bare solitude? 

Frida Hyvonen is Swedish, blonde, six feet tall. She is upfront about 
intimacy. She is smart and funny in her lyrical insights. She deals with 
sexuality in detail and with repetition, theatrical and unembarrassed 
by herforthrightness, probably helped by the fact English is her second 
language. She sings of same-sex relationships, exploitation, the 
attraction of separation, and snow over bursts of piano, her voice 
warm and enveloping. Her 2005 debut album Until Death Comes 
boasts sumptuous horn arrangements and some classic song structures 
that would do Leonard Bernstein proud. She is striking, immediately 
memorable, with a fierce and almost vulnerable passion that you'd 
think would win her admirers most anywhere. (Occasionally I'm 
reminded of early Courtney Love, just for sheer chutzpah.) Not 
necessarily so! Pitchfork website calls her 'diminutive' and also suggests 
that the idea of females dealing with issues of sexuality in music is 
passe beca use -er- Missy Elliott exists; which only goes to show that 
the enemy exists everywhere, especially where emotionally stunted 
boy critics gather in number. 

Frida Hyvonen startled me a few years back, opening for 
The Concretes, with her deadpan, almost maudlin humour and 
deconstructionist way of interacting with the audience, archly enquiring 



rude awakening 



'ords: Everett True 
lotoqraphy: Cat Stevens 




The lights sparkle, the 
mischief in her eyes is lively 



whether an applauder was flirting with her, and making fun of her 
own propensity to dribble wine down her chin. She does the same 
tonight, but more self-effacingly, aware of context. It's in the details. 
The details matter. She performed one startling song - 'Once I Was 
A Serene Teenaged Child' -that with its opening couplet "Once I was 
a serene teenaged child/Once I felt your cock against my thigh " had 
the lads spluttering into their beer and twentysomething females 
nodding in empathy, fully understanding the song's deeper, subtler 
message of the scariness of teen sexuality and the power that comes 
with it, unbidden and almost certainly uncontrollable. To accompany 
the song, Frida played the piano almost giddily (imagine Dresden Dolls 
stripped down to their essence, shorn of the face paint), punctuated by 
miniscule rhythmic changes and teasing chord sequences- seemingly 
oblivious to the effect the use of the word 'cock' had, but obviously 
ecretly aware. Tonight, she plays the song again and the effect is similar 
-electrifying for the thrill of recognition, unsettling in its baldness. It's 
as much as I can do as to keep my eyes focused on stage. 

Tonight, Frida is hampered by having to play an electronic keyboard 
instead of a proper piano, nervous at the lack of audience; her expansive 
gestures and wry asides kept to a minimum, mainly articulated during 
the closing number 'Madrid' - a cautionary tale of a night or three spent 
too long on tour. Indeed, many of her songs are cautionary, whether 
chiding against love (The Modern'), chirruping their way through 
imaginary soundtracks ('Cricket', which is playful in the way adhesive 
tape isn't), worrying about embroidered handkerchiefs ('Djuna!') or 
dealing with former lovers ('Valerie'). Indeed, 'The Modern' begins 
with another disarming confession -"One day I wasn't drunk/And 
the sun was shining straight" -which indicates Frida understands the 
importance of grabbing attention, if nothing else. The lights sparkle, 
the mischief in her eyes is lively- it's sheer delight, the way she can switcr 
from out-and-out humour to inviolate sensitivity without blinking. 

I saw the film Belle De Jour last night, and nothing happened, not 
a change of pace, only the most lurid, depraved sexual acts: the actress' 
face was impassive, a mask, but the story was all the more effective for 
it. Frida Hyvonen will continue to confuse and incite the little boy critics, 
because it's in her very nature. But that's just one reason among many to 
cherish her. 
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march to fuzz 

Words: Noel Gardner, Louis Pattison, Natalie Boxall, 
Matt Evans, Dr Swan, Joris Heemskerk, Daniel Spicer, 
Richard Fontenoy, George Taylor, Daniel Trilling 

Photography: Mei Lewis (Eye), Greg Neate (Prurient, Iggy) 



Every bludgeoning 
rhythm and dazzling 
mathematical 
aside is a crippling 
body strike 






ATP: The Nightmare Before Christmas 

Butlins Minehead 

melvins 

Like a sludge-metal Bucks Fizz, the all-new 
Melvins exploit the simple joys of symmetry 
-dual powerhouse drummers flanked by 
burly men in black robes, sharing tectonic 
riffs, caustic harmonies and explosive 'fros. 
Reinvigorated by their assimilation of Big 
Business, they have never sounded as tight or 
as massive as they brutalise The Bloated Pope', 
'Oven' and 'Let it All Be'. Every bludgeoning 
rhythm and dazzling mathematical aside is 
a crippling body strike that makes everyone 
else this weekend, except maybe The Stooges, 
seem dismal and pointless. (ME) 
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iggy and the stooges 

Iggy tries to draw attention to The Stooges 
but I only have eyes for Iggy. His sinewy body 
twists and contorts, pushing yelps and shrieks 
from his strained voicebox. I put up with a girl's 
sweaty bingo wings in my face as I try to get 
a good look at him .They flap around as people 
hurl themselves around to 'I Wanna Be Your 
Dog'. I get out and curse, as people are pulled 
on stage to dance and flail, as two burly guys 
stop anyone from actually touching the man. 
Nofun!(NB) 

deerhoof 

Deerhoof are three - sweet melody, 
thunderous distortion, frenetic beats - 
mismatched playground outcasts making 
up their own games because no one else 
will let them play. It's so infectious the thought 
that people make music with such chin- 
stroking seriousness seems, momentarily, 
to be entirely ludicrous. Even the bemused 
bar staff (yesterday heard commenting on 
some noise-mongers: "This is the longest song 
ever." And then: "Yeah but, like, is it even 
a song?") are, I suspect, nodding in approval. 
Satomi illustrates the songs like a deranged 
game of charades for one. Thanks Deerhoof, 
thanks for sharing your little world. (DrS) 

negative approach 

The continuum between Detroit's reformed 
Eighties hardcore legends Negative 
Approach and literally thousands of 
mercilessly compacted thrash bands of the 
last two decades is pretty obvious. Wolf Eyes' 
Nate Young's on-mic introduction ("John 
fuckin' Brannon, MAN!") and subsequent 
stageside moshalong reminds us that NA 
also pioneered a bare-brick musical nihilism 
influential on a generation of home-fried 
noize bleeders. The set? Thirty songs in 35 
minutes, or thereabouts, rounding off with 
a cover of 'If The Kids Are United' (you can't 



dream this shit). John fuckin' Brannon, up 
there emptying his lungs, likely unaware that 
inspiring a humungous pit at ATP is anything 
but routine. (NG) 

prurient 

People who undergo near-death experiences 
report f eel ings of bl iss, I ike they've touched 
a piece of heaven before a defibrillator shits 
them back into meatspace. Bit presumptuous, 
no? If you were going down, not up, it'd be 
like watching Prurient. Spittle unwinds from 
Dominic Fernow's mouth as he howls the 
commencement to another stentorian death- 
trudge: crushing, relentless, masterfully bleak. 
Up front, a girl reaches into the photo pit and 
grabs Thurston Moore by the hair. He squirms 
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for a bit, then retaliates, seizing a fist of her 
swinging locks. And they writhe for a while, 
faces contorted, like zombies dancing. (LP) 

mats gustafsson and eye 

All you idiots who are voting for The Shins 
to play ATP Vs the Fans really don't get it. 
The reason you should pay money to visit 
a scary plastic concentration camp in Somerset 
is to see a little Japanese Gollum-type figure 
leaping about with glowing orbs that go 
swoorsh and yelping at the audience while 
a big handsome Swedish man blows down 
a large metal thing. Occasionally one will 
press buttons and trigger a shuddering 
electronic sample while the other lets rip 
on their chosen instrument: skreeee, yaaargle, 
pranggg. See? It's good. (DT) 

dead machines 

Noise doesn't need a comedian but if anyone's 
got to play that part it has to be John Olson, 
announcing every song as a cover before 
unleashing dense clouds of drainage drones. 
Tonight, John Olson and his wife Tovah - also 
known as the zonked out love duet Dead 
Machines -weren't so much about wrecking 
nerve systems the way others did this weekend. 
Instead the duo let their machines do the 
dirty work. Two suitcases stuffed with effect 
machinery, set on rattling the audience's inner 
systems. And rattle it sure did, every twitch 
of knob cut loose massive balls of white noise 
beefed up with meaty monster drones. (JH) 

peter brotzmann and han bennink 

These titans of European free jazz have 
spent nearly 40 years perfecting their 
'good cop/ bad cop' routine. Brotzmann 
is bullish, bristly, collars of his leather coat 
turned up, doggedly pursuing his own private 
imperatives, pouring torrents of angry breath 
through his saxophone. He's got important 
work to do and doesn't want to be distracted 
-which is exactly what Bennink's trying to do. 
Flailing, long-limbed and nimble behind the 
kit, he's everywhere at once, questioning each 
of Brotzmann's gruff pronouncements from 
a mocking angle, knowing the crowd is on his 
side, giving them surprises in return. (DS) 

the new blockaders/the haters 

Recalled from the obscurity of cassette releases 
and rare, confrontational live performances, 
the combined forces of The New Blockaders 
and The Haters mass on early Sunday 
afternoon. Lit by strobe bursts and bunched 
behind a tableful of electronics and wires, 
the anti-music groups -though 'squadrons' 
might be more appropriate, given their suits 
and balaclavas - deploy an hour's worth of 
hardcore powernoise. The bouncers look 
decidedly queasy. The rest of us, all presumably 
listening by choice, bathe in the sound of 
machines in beautiful, surreal cacophony. (RF) 

double leopards 

Supplying one of the few true drone sets of the 
weekend, Brooklyn's Double Leopards prove 
tremendously adept at swaddling the crowd 
in a (false sense of) security blanket, fogging 
the senses with densely looped'n'layered 
chanting and tightly controlled feedback. 
Lined up together, hidden behind waves of 
long hair and thick beards, the quartet form 
a slowly shifting wall that finally breaks apart 
as the set spirals into an excoriating sonic 
k-hole. Finally, the last hovering note collapses, 
and the clambering hangers-on drop, 
a quivering jellied heap, onto the floor. (GT) 




really wild show 

Words: Hannah Gregory 

Photography: Cat Stevens 

Ebony Bones 

LSE Quad, London 

Tonight is dance night. Dance as in 'Agadoo' 
routines, Macarena wrist shakes and can-can 
knees. 

Shimura Curves have already swished and 
swooshed their pretty velvet-edged electro 
pop, perverting skinny boys to perform hand- 
jives and hip rotations across their decorous 
stage. And now, to the voluptuous va-va-voom 
of Miss Ebony Bones, all hair and skirts and 
stomping, gang-chanting craziness. It's as 
though she were auditioning for a pantomime 
spectacle: huge, mussed-up Miss Muffet curls 
unravel over her shoulders, beads like boulders 
weigh round her neck, her skirts are layered 
like pavlova folds topped with polka-dot 
cherries. She's totally caricatured her whole 
stage identity into this gigantesque She-Bang, 
and she totally knows how to work it. Like a 
lioness fallen from the pride, she's staking out 
her territory. 

In tow, she has two horn-wielding backing 
girls who shout Ramones-style "Heys/" and blow 
whistles so that I can't decide if they're dancing 
like rockers or ravers or wind-up dolls from The 
Nightmare Before Christmas. Behind the ladies' 
parading, three guys (bass, guitar, occasional 
trumpet, drums) keep the show rolling in a slippery 
disco shuffle that could have come straight out of 
a pulsing New York circa 1 978. We can hardly see 
them back there, but this, I think, is the point. 



The music goes pow-pow-pow and hits 
you bang on the right elbow bone; you lift 
your right knee up to 45 degrees and kick your 
ankle out; repeat to the other side, and stamp- 
stamp-stamp. 

Now Miss Bones is singing about how your 
girlfriend don't like her, "Cos she thinks I want 
you and she's right". She sure talks the talk: 
"No blacks! No Irish! No dogs!" go the words 



Like a lioness 
fallen from the 
pride, this is 
her territory 



to a reworked version of Delta 5's 'Mind Your 
Own Business', and "Can I have a lick of your 
armpit?" 

And she sure walks the walk - in tights painted 
like skeletons and mile-high red heels -stepping 
on Grace Jones' toes, and ruffling her skirts in 
your preppy lil' face while her marionette side 
kicks blow their whistles up your sneering, New 
Cross nostrils. It's carnival-esque, one polka-dot 
frock away from grotesque. 

Ebony Bones and her band might blow 
horns like The Klaxons and dance so fast it's all 
over a bit quick like a coke fix, but this is more 
than a broken nu-rave soundtrack for tired 
warehouse parties. This is about more than 
shifting toes. 



plan b 1 61 



live 



Birchville Cat Motel/Peter 
Wright/Gareth Hardwick/ 
Morgen Und Nite 



The Rose Of England, Nottingham 

Morgen Und Nite are terrifying tonight. All 
the elements the duo have been attempting 
to synthesise since their inception (from 
doom to drone, Hawkwind to Heldon) 
have coalesced into something convincing 
in its immersive, irradiating glory. Gareth 
Hardwick's gentle six-string echolalia comes 
as a pleasant contrast to the previous outfit's 
space roar, and is so unassuming that one 
feels no compunction in nipping to the bar. 

London-based Kiwi Peter Wright 
conjures wraith-like sonic shapes out of the 
ether, sustaining an atmosphere of eerie 
decrepitude that stops just short of gothic. 
The concluding minutes of his set witness an 
explosion of occult noise that seems to erupt 
from a rift in the space-time continuum, 
Wright possessed by the malevolent forces 
he has ushered into existence. 

From behind a desk teeming with wires 
and gadgets, fellow New Zealander 
Campbell Kneale aka Birchville Cat Motel 
evokes the long dormant spirit of Kevin 
Shields, freeing it from song-bondage and 
allowing it to swirl ectoplasmically before 
our very ears. Mic in mouth, hands pushing 
outward in a banishing motion, Kneale 
is a physical performer but not in the bullying 
manner of a Mike Connelly or Philip Best; 
rather, he seems in thrall to something 
bigger than himself, a true believer, if only 
in the moment itself. 
Joe Stannard 



The Brian Jonestown Massacre 



Student's Union, Northumbria 

Band leader and supreme egomaniac Anton 
Newcome has vomit on his gob of a mouth. 
He speaks in a fey, Califomian drawl: 
"There's this asshole who tours with us, 



and he does speed in the bus all night, yeah? 
And he talks all night, yeah? And I can't get 
any sleep so that's why I gotta rest. Now. " 
He downs tools, sits on the stage and begins 
the first of at least three cigarettes. 

I suspect that for many in the audience, 
such displays of amateur dramatics are the 
main reason for attending a Brian Jonestown 
gig, having seen the cocaine-fuelled and 
unintentionally hilarious exploits of the 
BJM in Dig! It's why I'm here. Imagine my 
disappointment when the band churn out 
tepid psychedelic rock without so much as 
a drugs bust, dismantling of the stage, or the 
singer dressing up as Elvis and saying he's 
better than The Beatles. Anton should have 
stayed in bed and saved us all the trouble. 
Andrew Gardiner 



Jennifer Cardini 



Primavera Club, Barcelona 

Everybody loves Barcelona. Not least 
scruffy, tattooed Parisian DJ Jennifer Cardini, 
who's bringing the inaugural Primavera 
Club festival in the city's hangar-like CCIB 
to a sweaty peak. Following the brilliant 
Superpitcher on the decks, she sets off a 
roomful of excitable Catalonians with slinky 
electro and hypnotic techno. Concluding 
what has been a superb weekend (Ellen 
Allien, ESG, John and Jesper Dahlback, CSS 
and Hardfloor all passed in a blissful blur, not 
to mention a majestic performance from The 
Wrens), her set's immediately seductive, but 
very powerful; she mixes big minimal records 
such as Cobblestone Jazz's 'Dump Truck', 
alongside out-there moments full of tension 
and suspense that take you further and 
further into the mix. And above all, it shows 
a whole lot of style - something that goes 
beyond the ability to play great records in a 
satisfying order. It's one thing of which every 
charged, dancing soul here is fully aware. 
Robin Wilks 



Jens Lekman 



Teatro Odisseia, Rio de Janeiro 

Brazil's been invaded. Invaded by Swedes. 
Oh sure, there's just nine of them, but they 
make up three bands - El Perro del Mar, Hell 
On Wheels and Jens Lekman's band. And 
let's not forget token Norwegian, Erland 
0ye of Kings Of Convenience, who, as The 
Whitest Boy Alive, is on hand to make this 
spree of shows a little sweeter. Jens Lekman 
walks out onstage with two of his girls, 
Tammy on drums and Kirstin on accordion 
and trumpet, Jesper from El Perro joining on 
second guitar. "I'm not going to ask for 
silence as Erland did," he says. "I spent half 
of my life without talking and got nothing 
out of it. You may meet the love of your life 
tonight. " And the crowd goes completely 
wild. I sing along, totally off-key, hug my 
friends, dance, jump, clap and whistle and 
cry. Jens sings 'Black Cab', 'Maple Leaves', 
'You Are the Light' and tells stories. An hour 
later he ends with 'Tram 7 To Heaven', and 
it's impossible not to cry, listening to his 
sweet pop sorrows. 
Ana Garcia 



Malcolm Ross 



Ego, Edinburgh 

With post-punk parallel universe superstars 
Josef K belatedly canonised via Domino's 
Entomology compilation, the original Sound 
Of Young Scotland guitar maverick has also 
been ushered in from the cold via Re-Action 
Records' compendium of his peripatetic solo 
career, Wrong Place, Wrong Time. 

Tonight, Ross peels back the years with 
five glorious sets. His opening collaboration 
with Fire Engines drummer Russell Burn, 
Stac Lee, finds him covering himself on 
a laidback velveteen version of Josef K's 
'Heaven Sent.' Burn's actor brother Tarn 
Dean Burn joins in for some Iggy Pop meets 
Robert Burns spoken-word mayhem, while 



Buckley's Chance, led by Ross's partner 
Syuzen Buckley, ends the night with some 
low-key hoedown. 

In between, Ross rips it up with The 
Leopards, whose Mick Slaven is similarly 
versed in the guitar garage growling 
department. Close your eyes during the 
giddy waltz spirals of 'Round And Round', 
and it could be a grown-up Josef K, not 
quite the mean and moody types of yore, 
but swaggering from the shadows like the 
tough guys they always wanted to be. 
Neil Cooper 



Patrick Wolf 



Union Chapel, London 

Into church-light slowly he strides, clad in 
blackberry coattails and a boy's red drum 
cupped in the crook of his arm. Tinsel 
entwines the stage edges; a girl in the 
second pews flicks a bundle of Christmas 
cards towards him below the rose window 
that emanates rich-coloured comfort into the 
carved ceilings. Stamping offbeats in bovver 
boots, he lifts his honey-yoghurt voice 
upwards and archwards, a cappella. Sister 
Jo Apps voices the gales and seagulls in 
soaring angel calls before childhood friend 
Bishi, in kohl, tulle and bat's eyes, purrs the 
role of 'Magpie'; her molasses singe his 
lupine howls in velvet harmony. 

Dancing barefoot down the aisle, 
horseshoe pencilled onto his calf, he returns 
after an interval to illustrate the picturebook 
tales of third and unabashedly poppy album 
The Magic Position and, when he takes 
the oversized bauble from around his neck 
and pulls its gold thread through flames 
of scarlet hair, a burst of glitter flurries into 
space above the piano. Particles twinkle 
in the black light like constellations during 
'The Stars', then vanish. The front rows 
gasp. Coincidence? 
Lauren Strain 
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led soundsysten 

MARCH 2007 

WED 7 BIRMINGHAM ACADEMY 0870 771 2000 

THU 8 LEEDS MET UNIVERSITY 0113 244 4600 

FBI 9 GLASGOW BARROWLANDS 0870 060 0100 

SAT 10 MANCHESTER ACADEMY 0870 771 2000 

SUN 11 NORWICH UEA 01603 508 050 

TUES 13 BRISTOL ACADEMY 0870 771 2000 



WED 14 LONDON ASTORIA LATE SHOW (8PM - 1AM) 
THU 15 LONDON ASTORIA 0870 060 3777 



CREDIT CARDS TEL: 0870 400 0688 (24HRS) 

SB LI VGnRTIOn.co.uK 

T1CKEIRUSH.C0.uk - FREE PRE-RELEASE ALERTS TO YOUR MOBILE 

www.dfarecords.com www.lcdsoundsystem.com 
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Middleton / 



March 2007 

17 BRISTOL THEKLA 

08713 100000 

18 BIRMINGHAM GLEE CLUB 

0870 241 5093 

19 NORWICH ARTS CENTRE 

01603 660 352 

20 LONDON KCLSU 

0870 400 0688 

21 NOTTINGHAM SOCIAL 

08713 100000 

22 MANCHESTER LIFE CAFE 

0161 832 1111 

23 NEWCASTLE CLUNY 

0191 230 4474 

24 GLASGOW CLASSIC GRAND 

0870 169 0100 



Credit Cards Tel: 0870 400 0688 (24hrs) LiveNation.co.uk 
Ticketrush.co.uk - Free pre-release alerts to your mobile ■ 
New single 'A Brighter Beat' out now. 
New album 'A Brighter Beat' out 26th February. 

A Live Nation presentation in association with Helter Skelter www.malcolmmiddleton.co.uk 





The Early Years 

Plus Special Guests 

FEBRUARY 

03 Sonic Cathedral @ Norwich Arts Centre 01603 660352 

12 Sonic Cathedral @ Nottingham Social 08713100000 

13 Brighton Engine Room 01273 325440 

15 Sonic Cathedral @ Leeds Brudenell Social Club 0113 275 2411 

16 Glasgow Nice V Sleazy's 0870 220 1116 

17 Manchester Nij 
19 London Luminaire 0870 400 0688 

l i ve= n rt i o n.co.uK or www.seetickets.com 



LP. 'The Great Awakening' released 19th February 



live 




the last electrician 

Words: David McNamee 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 

Gary Numan 

The Forum, London 

In 1 981 , Gary Numan, the 22-year-old millionaire 
and biggest pop star in Britain, resigns onstage 
at Wembley Arena. Numan's wilful kamikaze 
overshadowed his new album. Sung and 
configured in its own abstract, internal logic, 
Telekon was immaculately bitter, darked-out, 
occult pop music - if Telekon has an equivalent 
in 2007, it's The Knife's Silent Shout. 

Strutting about onstage at The Forum, 
Gary Numan returns to Telekon, his best album. 
He hasn't squeezed himself into that iconic black- 
and-red leather jumpsuit, but many middle-aged 
members of the audience have fashioned their 
own. At halftime he doesn't emerge out of the 
drum riser in a Sinclair C5 and pootle moodily 
around the stage, as he did at those farewell 
shows. But apart from that, it's a pretty good gig. 
As the opening morse code synth-refrain of 'This 
Wreckage' repeats, I'm not ashamed to say a huge 
shiver scuttles down my spine. 



'This Wreckage' is Telekon's opening song 
and possibly the strangest single to ever land in the 
British Top 20. "And what if God's dead?" sings 
the opening line, "We must have done something 
wrong". Trent Reznor adored this album for its 
overwhelming oppressiveness, citing its complete 
absence of hope or light as some kind of influence. 

Trent Reznor's a twat. Stephin Merritt, by 
contrast, has praised Numan's "oddly beautiful" 
melodies, which "have a lot more emotional 
impact than his influences, David Bowie and 
Kraftwerk" . He's kind of right, the themes of 
Telekon are emotional estrangement, rejection, 
leaving, a craving for some kind of ultimate 
insularity, but the melodies of Telekon sing hope 
and warmth with every note. The crowd sings every 
note of these unusual, diagrammatical little songs 
like they were football songs. You're happy to let 
this music live in your head, the simple melodies 
ghosting your thoughts: we're being fixed. 

As tempting as it is to make a case for Telekon 
as some kind of misunderstood avant-garde 
masterpiece, it would be pointless. Numan has 
always had a sketchy knowledge of music and 
the canon - in the Nineties he once enthused 
that Jesus Jones were his favourite band. Telekon 



is pop music. It's an illogical, improbable pop 
because Gary doesn't really understand what pop 
is. That's perhaps why he made so many appalling 
stylistic and musical gaffes throughout the Eighties 
that sank any credibility he might have had. 

Gary plays a stadium rock rendition of 'I'm An 
Agent', an attacking, superhuman pop so fatally 
obsessed with rejection that the lyrics end up 
abstracted and snarled, Lynchian: "Send in 
you/Stick on pretty aircraft nose/Nothing much 
to care about". Kenickie covered it, some 1 6 years 
later. Numan and the 1 8-year-old Lauren Laverne 
both tapped an inconsolable sadness that is 
sometimes described as 'depression' but which is 
more accurately the absence of immunity. It was all 
I listened to when I was 1 7. 

But now we're grown up and Gary is a dad and 
he corpses occasionally -laughing at the 22-year- 
old Gary's earnestness - and we feel a bit nostalgic, 
not for the period cos we were still a foetus when 
Telekon came out, but for youth, I guess, for 
needing to feel invulnerable, for finding comfort 
in - or making - sounds that offered a synthesis of 
invulnerability in a kind of scrolling menace. 

Now we just feel OK. Itwasagoodgig. 

No he didn't play 'Cars'. 
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Eat Your Own Ears by arrangement with CODA presents 



THE EARLIES + MAPS * +HALFCOUSIN 




Saturday 3 March SALFORD Blueprint Studios 

0161 832 111 ticketline.co.uk 

Sunday 4 March GLASGOW ABC2 

08700 600 100 ticketweb.co.uk 

Tuesday 6 March LONDON Scala* 

08700 600 100 scala-london.co.uk 

Wednesday 7 March BRISTOL Thekla 

0117 929 9008 bristolticketshop.co.uk 

theearlies.com myspace.com/theearlies 
New album 'The Enemy Chorus' out Jan 29th 



Eat Your Own Ears presents 

THEALIENS 



J^> 



+ KID HARPOON 



SCALA Thursday 8 February 

275 Pentonville Road Kings Cross London Nl 020 7833 2022 thealiens.co.uk 

JUNIOR BOYS 

BONDE DO ROLE + HOT CHIP DJS 
DINGWALLS Tuesday 20 February 

Middle Yard Camden Lock London NWl 020 7267 1577 juniorboys.net 

BAT FOR LASH ESguests 

ULU Wednesday 28 February 

Manning Hall Malet Street London WCl 020 7344 4444 batforlashes.co.uk 

KIERANHEBDEN(FOURfET) 
AND STEVE REID + guests 

KOKO Thursday 29 March 

1A Camden High St London NWl 0870 432 5527 kieranhebdenandstevereid.com 
ticketweb.co.uk 08700 600 100 seetickets.com 08701 201 149 

MYSPACE.COM/EATYOUROWNEARS EATYOUROWNEARS.COM 



DMP presents 



DMP & Live Nation in association with First Contact Agency 

MON 12:03:07 LONDON SCALA 

Doors open 7.30pm, www.iamx.co.uk, www.myspace.com/iamx 
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SALSA I 
GILMORE CELTIGA 

+ Erin McKeown + special guests 

WED 21 MARCH THU 22 MARCH TUE 24 APRIL 



hi j i III] rivii I I-" 



All doors 7.30pm. Camden Lock NW1. near Camden tube. Infoline: 020 7428 0010 or www.dingwalls.com 



WINNER OF THE BBC RAOIO 2 HORIZON 
AWARD 2006 FOR BEST EMERGING ARTIST 

JULIE 
S F0WLI8 

Julie voted as Gaelic Singer 
of the Year 2005 at the 

J Scots Trad Music Awards! 

J 7., THUR 29 MARCH 
I UNION CHAPEL 




NARK 

KOZEL 



WED 09 MAY 

UNION 

CHAPEL 



www.ticketweb.co.uk / 0870 771 2000 / www.stargreen.co.uk / 020 7734 8932 
www.ticketmaster.co.uk / 0870 534 4444 / www.seetickets.com / 0871 2200 260 



gruff rhys 

+ support VOice Of the WOOdS (26 Feb - 07 March) 

9 bach (26 Feb - 25 April) guest dj: andy votel 
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FEBRUARY / CHWEFROR 

Mon26 NEWPORT / CASNEWYDD Theatr Gelf 
Riverfront Arts Theatre 01633 656 757 

MARCH / MAWRTH 

Thu 01 BRIGHTON Komedia 01273 647100 

LONDON Queen Elizabeth Hall 08703 800 400 
READING South St 0118 960 6060 
BRECON / ABERHONDDU 
Theatr Brycheiniog 01874 61 1 622 
BIRMINGHAM Glee Club 0870 2401 5093 
NORTHAMPTON Deco 0870 888 8899 / 01604 602787 
CAMBRIDGE Junction Theatre 01223 511511 
NORWICH Arts Theatre 01603 660 352 
DUBLIN Vicar Street 08187 19390 

APRIL / EBRILL 

Thu 19 TREORCHY / TREORCI 

Theatr Pare and Dare Theatre 01443 773 112 
NARBERTH Queens Hall 01834 861 212 
SHEFFIELD Memorial Hall 01142 789 789 
NEWCASTLE Cluny 0191230 4474 
HEBDEN BRIDGE Picturehouse 01422 847 287 
LIVERPOOL Philharmonic Hall 0151 709 3789 
ABERDEEN Lemon Tree 0870 220 1116 
GLASGOW Renfrew Ferry 0870 220 1116 
EDINBURGH Liquid Rooms 0870 220 11 16 

www.candylion.co.uk / www.myspace.com/candylionmusic 
Candylion - the new album out now 
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Wherever I go in this 
enormous country or 
abroad, I'll find people 
getting high 
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hung in the balance 



Words: Doug Mosurock 
Illustration: Till Thomas 
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The Hold Steady 

Boys And Girls in America 

(Vagrant/Full Time Hobby) 

I wasn't in Naples, Florida this 
past Christmas for more than 24 
hours before I found hard drugs 
in a department store bathroom. 
Caught a couple of menswear 
employees mid-handoff; just 
gave them the "Thanks, I'm cool" 
and let them go about their day. 
Once you unlock that mystery, 
it's like being able to see ghosts. 
I am resolute in my belief that 
wherever I go in this enormous 
country or abroad, I'll find people 
getting high, legally or otherwise. 
If not, I'll find people who want 
to get high, or drunk, reasoning 
be damned. 

I'd gather that Craig Finn of 
The Hold Steady believes it as 
well, as that's largely what his 
lyrics convey. Like me, he's more 
curious about the characters that 
frequent the fringes, and watches 
casually with drink in hand as 
they collide into one another, the 
tainted poet who's just far enough 
removed to make the most astute 
and unguarded observations. 
He's seen too much, and yet not 
enough; the all-night parties, 
the working for the weekend, 
and the connections between 
people that basically boil down to 
social transactions that sometimes 
get dark, the countless dead 
soldiers, tiny baggies, headaches, 
the antics and the anecdotes left 
as evidence. The scenes die when 
its revellers go to bed (or work, 
and sometimes not even then), 
and are reborn every night. It's 
tiring, but when we get tired of 
it, we lose part of ourselves, grow 
old, and start dying more quickly. 

Finn's been talking about this 
stuff forever, first as f rontman 
for the dearly departed Lifter 
Puller, and nowforThe Hold 
Steady, presiding over the 
ceremonies and the composites 
of partiers that worship for the 
moment and occasionally fall 
under the wake. Lifter Puller 
capitalised on new wave trends 
before they became trendy again, 
but The Hold Steady gets the 
message across with a familiar 
American classic rock party vibe. 
Braced with rock radio nostalgia, 



Finn's lyrical screeds tear off 
like snapshots, still dripping with 
developing fluid, of party life 
and the moments in between, 
and lay them all out like a sermon. 

It's crucial to view Finn as the 
observer of all of these actions, 
partly because it keeps him out 
of trouble, and mostly because 
this is fiction. But his lyrics used to 
tie together into a thick pastiche 
of cross-references, namedrops, 
and sun-bleached imagery; they 
were stories working off the self- 
serving sadness, the games, and 
the resignation that surround 
the casual courting ritual - one 
which none of us are as good at as 
we think we are. They were short, 
Carver-esque stories without the 
need for an underlying narrative 
outside of the lurid subject matter. 
It's fitting that, in the vaguely- 
titled Boys And Girls In America, 
we're only treated to the 
anecdotes, and left to assemble 
the hows and whys ourselves. 
The sad times we're having 
together are motivation enough, 
requiring little explanation. Finn 
captures Carver-esque imagery of 
inconsolables more obsessed with 
drugs and self than unrequited 
love versus a sadsack guy who 
might not be all he claims ('Chips 
Ahoy!'), a rager suggesting that 
women rise up by abandoning one 
casual relationship for another 
('You Can Make Him Like You'), 
and in the record's most poignant 
moment, a simple acoustic ballad 
celebrating the art of the blackout 
in prophetic, Christian overtones 
('Citrus'). These moments cross 
paths with a somewhat resigned, 
chauvinistic closer ('Southtown 
Girls'), and the band's most ill- 
advised offering to date, 'Chillout 
Tent'. A tale of a casual, one-shot 
romance between two festival- 
goers from the breezy confines 
of an emergency medical station 
nearly derails the entire album, 
woefully embellished by a choral 
detente between Soul Asylum's 
Dave Pirner and The Reputation's 
Elizabeth Elmore, who sings like 
a very pampered female housecat 
who suddenly became able to talk 
like a cartoon character. 

Still, the narrative aspects 
in Finn's screeds are the most 



important thing going forthe 
band, and as a writer, they're 
the first that I recognise. They're 
wordy and clever, pocked with 
sadness and are the product of 
a highly creative and capable 
mind, but on Boys And Girls, 
The Hold Steady's third record 
following a fantastic, well- 
balanced debut (2004's Almost 
Killed Me) and an overambitious, 
conceptual follow-up (2005's 
Separation Sunday), the stone 
they roll is now gathering fairly 
unenlightened Springsteen 
comparisons. Not that Finn won't 
get there eventually, but the 
outward anticipation for him 
to reach that effortless level 
of poignancy, especially given 
the kind of characters he keeps 
returning to, is predating the sort 
of material and inspiration that 
would warrant the comparison. 
Throwing some dramatic piano 
triplets into a power ballad does 
not an E Street Band make; Boys 
And Girls tries to force itself 
beyond its element, and its 
attitude tries to cover up more 
stumbles than it's willing to admit. 
That it cheekily incorporates 
said stumbles into the band's 
vernacular is at once its most 
fascinating and regrettable trait. 
From a distance, The Hold Steay 
sound like every late Seventies/ 
early Eighties rock'n'roll band 
you've ever heard, and it's that 
familiarity (and irony) that makes 
them so enjoyable to so many, and 
so flat and cloying to others. 

But what more can we expect 
from a record that tells the tales of 
the mistakes we make when we're 
fucked up? The Hold Steady's 
world is one of well-meaning 
deceit, opportunistic deals, and 
more than a little regret. Craig 
Finn tells aloud the stories we 
can't yet admit to ourselves, and 
under the salve of beers and pills, 
backstage passes and mirrored 
surfaces, they wash over us, taking 
away some of our sins but leaving 
an implicit trust with him hanging 
in the balance, and a trail of guilt 
right behind that. He's not gonna 
rat you out, but somebody else 
might. All you can do is shake it off 
and hope nobody else remembers 
what you did. 
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volume equals mass 

Words: Louis Pattison 

Illustration: Ian Carr 

MRK1 

Copyright Laws (Planet Mu) 
Bass Clef 

A Smile Is A Curve That Straightens Most Things 
(Blank Tapes) 

Early on in dubstep's lifespan, the talk was all about 
weight. The bigger the speaker, the broader the bass 
throb; trainspotter knowledge had it your dance wasn't 
anything without the system to carry it. But save a couple 
of visits to FWD, I barely made it to the clubs last year. My 
experience of dubstep's evolution came through albums 
by Burial, Skream and Kode 9, each of which had to live 
with the indignity of a poky South London bedroom and 
a pair of medium-sized, oak-coloured speakers. 

Yet even in such confines, the genre appeared to 
flourish, to adapt. Whereas grime seems tied to its 
environment, loses energy the further it strays from its 
E3 postcode, dubstep seems more ready and able to 
venture beyond its birthplace in the grey, low-level sprawl 
of Norwood, Croydon and Thornton Heath. The suburbs 
are faceless, like a tightened hoodie, and so this music 
is anonymous, mutable, powered by Darwinian logic; 
all the better to cross borders, multiply, disseminate. 

The last few years have seen Manchester's MRK1 - 
formerly Mark One - swing from hollowed-out bass to 
brackish urban grime as the musical facet of Manchester 
crew Virus Syndicate. Copyright Laws is perhaps the 
flipside to the Burial album's hauntological, washed-out 
feel - still minimal, but muscular and fully corporeal, 
a ribcage-rattling presence rather than a faded memory. 
Dubstep has a history of surfing ethnic sources for the 



The suburbs are faceless, 
like a tightened hoodie 



atmospheric sonic, but MRK1 's sourcing is too smooth to 
feel lazy: sitar and tabla ride the undulations of 'Caveman 
Boogie', while the appearance of Sizzla on 'I Got Too' 
walks the metaphysical flyover connecting cobwebbed 
Kingston dancehall to Manchester multi-storey. Most 
of all, though, there's the bass. It sounds like the Jaws 
theme engineered out of low-end - seismic shudders 
that, whacked up loud, even on these speakers, tremble 
the floor like sonic sharks are breaking the surface. 

Next to MRK1 's clinical, precisely engineered throb, 
A Smile Is A Curve. . . feels more the work of one toying 
around in dubstep's sandbox, digging for possibilities. 
Manifesting on Blank Tapes -the label that previously 
released Glaswegian improv folkies Scatter - it's the sole 
work of Hackney kid Ralph Cumbers. Pastoral dubstep? 
Well, not quite. Long-time resident of Bristol, Cumbers 
revives that city's vibrant dub soundsystem culture 
('Stokes Croft 5am') with added Aphex melancholy, 
delay-soaked strum and the occasional warm parp of 
a trombone. Some moments gel more than others - 
'Opera' tries and fails to reconcile distant soprano vocals 
with LFO bleep - but Cumbers clearly remembers IDM's 
death from gluttony, gorged on a thousand software 
patches, and keeps it spartan. And that, perhaps, is the 
key lesson dubstep brings: weight might mean plenty, 
but sometimes it pays to travel light. 



Acid Mothers Temple 

and The Melting Paraiso UFO 



Myth Of The Love Electrique 
(Riot Season) 

This latest Acid Mothers album finds the 
Melting Paraiso UFO crew back together, 
putting Hendrix-crushing riffs from godlike 
plank-spanker Kawabata Makoto in 
mind-mashing counterpoint to the just 
as maniacally hirsute Higashi Hiroshi's 
swooping space electronics over four 
intensely psychedelic tracks with a gentle 
acoustic/synth interlude. They include 
a full-length reprise of the outre repetitive 
rounds of live standard 'Pink Lady 
Lemonade', where new recruit Kitagawa 
Hao shows off her whispery vocal talents. 
No track is under 1 minutes long, and 
the effect of listening to this much frenzied 
dementia is the musical equivalent of 
being propelled around a rollercoaster 
in a gigantic wind-tunnel on an overdose 
of every available hallucinogen known 
to science and botany, presumably much 
as intended. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Adjagas 



Adjagas (Ever) 

Fancy a joik? No, really, you do. Less guttural 
than the name suggests to English-speaking 
ears (although still something like a hiccup), 
joiking is a form of singing traditional to the 
Sami people of northern Scandinavia - a kind 
of out-loud musing, where the repeated 
melody bobs up and down on ever-changing 
emotional waters. 

Featuring a male-female pair of 
joikers — Sara Marielle Gaup and Lawra 
Somby- Adjagas are by no means unique 
in modernising the form; however thanks 
to the involvement of Jaga Jazzist's Andreas 
Mjos, they may well be the first to sell it to 
lovers of delicate, jazz-tinged Nordic post- 
rock. The group's name refers to a state 
of mind between sleep and waking, and, 
without knowledge of any Sami tongues, 
listening to Adjagas \s a contemplative, 
patient experience: 'Dolgematki' is earnest 
and throaty; 'Mun Ja Mun' a soft, lulling 
nap in the fresh summer air, the slow 
percussion shuffle and plinking guitar 
always secondary to Gaup and Somby's 
unison chanting. 
Abi Bliss 



Arbou return 



Rites Of Uncovering (Thrill Jockey) 

In the corner of alt country, somewhere 
just beyond Oldham (if you will) lies a small 
village settlement (population: approx 
200). It has no name; its inhabitants have 
merely called it 'the village' since a time 
unremembered. A thousand paces to 
the west, in a hidden garden, young men 
with varying amounts of hair think grand 
thoughts, and seek something. . .something 
nameless that might just set them free. 
The tools they have built, with mysterious 
names like 'Fender' and 'Yamaha', buzz 
deeply. Drums clatter, a voice rises 
majestically, they try to pierce reality. 

But what's this? Fingers searching, 
searching for notes, a challenge, a 
confrontation. Minutes pass; has the quest 
lost its way meandering up and down 
and up and down a fretboard? Perhaps. 
But these rites are not yet written, and this 
quest is a noble one. 
Dr Swan 
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DAVE DERBY 

Dave Derby & 

The Norfolk Downs 

Out Now on Reveal Records 

Limited Edition CD with 2 bonus 

tracks & LP vinyl (plus free CD). 

Guests include Joan As Police 

Woman. Lloyd Cole. Chris Brokaw 

and Jill Sobule. 



DEXTRO 
Consequence Music 

Out Now on Gronland 

"Aspires to the windswept 

upperslopes of ambient grandeur 

where Sigur Ros or Mogwai 

might pitch camp." UNCUT 

"Highly Recommended." 

ROCKSOUND 



BENJY FERREE 
Leaving The Nest 

Out Now on Domino 
Benjy Ferree's debut album is set 

to become a classic for 2007. 
His unique songwriting adds a fresh 
American spin on some classic 
British rock from the likes of 
Marc Bolan or even The Kinks. 



HUSKY RESCUE 
Ghost Is Not Real 

Out Now on Catskills 

"Ethereal... Echoes the ambience 

of a David Lynch film" UNCUT 

"Spine-tingling..." Q 

"Enchantment on a stick" 

TIME OUT 



MINT ROYALE 
Pop Is... 

Out 05.02.07 on Faith & Hope 

The best of Mint Royale including 

'Don't Falter', 'Singin' In The Rain', 

'Sexiest Man In Jamaica', 

The Stone Roses, Terrorvision's 

Tequila, and more! 




POP LEVI 
The Return To Form 
Black Magick Party 

Out 12.02.07 on Counter 

An album of such complete 

conviction, flair and energy (plus a 

lorryload of hooks) that it is utterly 

irresistible, a stack heel pushed 

right down on the accelerator. 






THE RIPPS 
Long Live The Ripps 

Out 05.03.07 on Catskills 

'Holiday' is the joyous new single 

from Coventry rockers The Ripps 

from the LP Long Live The Ripps. 

'Ones to watch in 2007' 

CLASH 

'All conquering ace-ness' NME 



JESSE SYKES& THE 

SWEET HEREAFTER 

Like, Love, Lust &The 

Open Halls Of The Soul 

Out 05.02.07 on Fargo 

Produced by Tucker Martine (Laura 

Veirs, Decemberists) this is a 

glorious voyage through gothic 

country and psychedelic folk. 



VITAL 



IE FIRST TO HEAR THE BEST INDEPENDENT MUSI 
AT YOUR LOCAL 



SALES & MARKETING 



FOR A FULL SHOP LIST PLEASE LOG ONTO 

WWW.MYSPACE.COM/CHAINWITHN0NAME 





THE TRIFFIDS 
Calenture 

Out 05.02.07 on Domino 
Rediscover the 80's Antipodean 
rock also reminiscent of Nick Cave 
and The Go-Betweens through 
'Calenture', The Triff ids' most 
opulent and ambitious album. 
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mr kirk's nightmare 

Words: kicking_k 

Illustration: Meg Hunt 

Klaxons 

Myths Of The Near Future (Polydor) 

I didn't come here to sneer. This isn't a pre- 
fabricated Say No To Nu Rave, Know Yr NME riff - 
nothing was inevitable. 'Cause I loved 'Atlantis To 
Interzone' - a rococo pop fabrication channelling 
the self-destructive polymorphism of Test Icicles 
into the mainstream. Popularisation is necessary 
and good, and although 'Magick' was essentially 
(as Frances Morgan nailed it) Liars shrinkwrapped 
into radio-friendly format, I liked that too, 'specially 
the video, a ritualistic horror short that burned 
light instead of heat, like glo-stick poisoning. 

And so we must surmise, the reason I'm 
disappointed with the album is-the album. They 
certainly talk a good game - JG Ballard and William 
Burroughs refs, graphic design that intermixes 
infantile occultism with fash mag insouciance 
and, of course, their inspired and, it turns out, 
hugely profitable resurrection of smiley culture. 

But putting Nu Rave and its originator side-by- 
side is an exercise in cynicism and depression. Rave 
was an anti-fashion scene, a means of breaking 
out of the hieratic style fascism that had come to 
rule London's clubs. The music was generated by 



Nu Rave was created by stylists, graphic 
designers, club promoters and a media jonesing 
for a trend to snap to 



anonymous programmers who could meld back 
into the crowd; from gurning optimism to sweating 
walls, the whole thing was uncool. Its nichey revival 
spins around a silent centre, inverting values which 
had served a previous generation for escapism (and 
defiance - let's not forget the Criminal Justice Act 
was introduced to check Rave's non-cooperation) 
and reducing them to empty signifiers, cheap 
accessories, overloaded calories. 

Nu Rave was created by stylists, graphic 
designers, club promoters and a media jonesing for 
a trend to snap to. Actual musicians aren't running 
the culture here - although, as sub-history shows, 
get enough creative losers together anywhere and 
they'll eventually outgrow their influences and 
excrete something interesting, at least (at last). 
See: the increasing influence of videogames and 
occasionally hilarious eclecticism which will 
hopefully go from in-joke to second wave. 

We may have to wait a little while. Back at the 
album, songs work via rock dynamics - occasionally 
meandering arrangements but no real sustained 
highs; dumb repetition - it's difficult to see how 



this could induce a trance. Plus, the fairy sprinkles 
of melodies on melodies and nuance-heavy 
production are worrying signs that the pseudo- 
organic fuss and professional sensitivity of the 
NME's favoured polite pop rock blah continue 
to infect the unwary with their warm sounds, 
non-threatening gestures and continued reduction 
of 'authenticity' to the ultimate banality. 

And so, proggy pop builds and virtuous- 
sounding chorus effects combine with prettified, 
almost dainty pianos - and the jarring contrasts 
in tone and genre that powered the early singles 
have been blended, polished and streamlined. 
Their infamous re-imagining a house anthem 
('Not Over Yet') as a falsetto rock-out is cute, but 
seems a better fit for swaying on the sidelines than 
any real fist at euphoria. It's all pretty eager to 
please, and will doubtless be swallowed whole by 
the crowds in their f luro-prints and oversize shades 
- but I can't help thinking much the same could be 
said for their initial promise. We may have to wait 
until their readymade audience has dispersed to 
get a real idea of what they can do. 



Architecture In Helsinki 



We Died, They Remixed (Bar None) 

After enjoying one of Architecture In 
Helsinki's infectious live shows, I was 
disappointed by how shrill, twee and 
jumbled-up their album sounded. But 
a few well-chosen remixes are all it takes 
to give these songs the space and depth 
they deserve. Hot Chip do their usual perky 
electropop thing to 'Do The Whirlwind', and 
there are plenty of obscure names crying out 
for further exploration, such as YACHT, who 
turn 'Never Ever Did' into a spiral of jittering 



beats, scratches and lush strings with an 
acid climax. Other highlights include a sweet 
piano arrangement of 'The Cemetery' by 
New Buffalo, and Jeremy Dower's version 
of 'Like A Call', a warm, fuzzy cut-up collage 
that sounds like something Todd Edwards 
might produce to lull infants to sleep. 
Robin Wilks 



Autonervous 



Autonervous (Couchon) 

As Bettina Kostner and Jessie Evans gaze 
balefully from the cover photo, lipsticked and 



suited up and saxes in hand, it's tempting 
to imagine that Autonervous will be a new, 
deliciously twisted take on that rightfully 
maligned genre, the hotel cabaret duo. 
However, the reasons why former Malaria ! 
singer Kostner and Evans - of SF dark-wavers 
The Vanishing, now vanished - passed up 
on calling themselves Sax Appeal become 
apparent as the album reveals itself to 
be more indebted to Marlene Dietrich 
than Lora Logic. It's cabaret in the Weimar- 
era sense, with Kostner's louche, raspily 
androgynous vocal and Evans' more girlish 



tones echoing each others' dark, slippery 
tales of desire, intoxicating lust and all the 
other things that sound less silly, set against 
a Eurythmics neon electro throb than in the 
harsh light of day. 

The echo-laden bounce of 'Don't Wait' 
suggests an early encounter between 
Bananarama and Blixa Bargeld, but for 
the most part, Autonervous sl'mks along 
like a subtle, persistent denizen of the night. 
Don't expect a cover of 'Careless Whisper' 
anytime soon. 
Abi Bliss 
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S3 ESAU 

WRONG FACED CAT FEED COLLAPSE 

Erislohbased bedroom Mlrluoso con- 
linucs his masterlul bcilgn^e of sonic 
manipulation and songcrait across 12 
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tracks. This is an album that success- 
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The Finches 

Human Like A House (Dulc-i-Tone) 

I was drawn to the cover, the insert, at first. 
Chipboard and paper, of course - inside, 
a series of woodcut drawings depicting 
a windswept girl, a deserted makeshift 
playground and black geese. It reminded 
me of the work of French-Canadian chanteuse 
WOELV and Olympian human archivist Nikki 
McClure and her gentle, evocative calendars. 
There's a barely readable transfer stuck 
across album front, drawing parallels with 
Vashti Bunyan, The Marine Girls and US 
performance artist Mirah. Sure, the second 
name has been overused in recent years 
(doubtless because of the tenuous Nirvana 
connection), but it still draws me in, makes 
me listen to a few notes if only to curse 
roundly at the mendacity and/or cloth ears 
of PRs because... well, you know. The Marine 
Girls recorded songs about rock pools in 
a shed. Plus, it's a better name to drop to 
indicate awareness of silence, independence 
and melody than, say, Young Marble Giants 
-who no one ever aets. The other two names 



The lyrics sing of mix 
tapes, atmospheric 
disturbance and distant 
hometowns 

clearly are there to signify folksiness and 
a vague Zeitgeist, but that's OK. The more 
I hear field recordings from past decades, 
the more I eschew the violence and clamour 
of indie-boy guitar pop. 

So I place the album in my CD player and 
I'm instantly sold. The woodcuts are the work 
of singer Carolyn Pennypacker Riggs - a 
graceful talent, for sure. Her rich, pastoral 
voice lilts and caresses over 12 slow-burning, 
resonant melodies -sometimes Sixties (The 
Mama And The Papas) pop, sometimes 
Seventies folk, sometimes even recalling the 
spooked military rhythms of former Careless 
Talk cover stars Young People (The House 
Under The Hill', where Carolyn's mother sings 
back-up). Guitars chime and burr in circular 
motion. Lvrics sina of mix taoes ('June Carter 



Cash'), atmospheric disturbance (Two Ghosts') 
and distant hometowns ('Goettingen, Du'). 
Ennui saturates every groove. 

Carolyn has a way of singing a little too 
closely to the microphone, her carefully 
enunciated words distorting slightly- as on 
the sweet farewell song 'Last Favor'- but this 
only serves to increase the feeling of intimacy. 
Often, it feels like the San Francisco duo have 
set up camp in your living room, so crystal- 
bright is the sound. It probably helps that 
Carolyn's songs are so stately, considered, 
stripped bare of all but the necessary -her 
guitar, the guitar and bass of fellow Finch 
Aaron Morgan, maybe the odd pedal steel 
or recorder or cello. 

I'm reminded of Phil Elverum's analogue 
recordings in Mt Eerie -the same sense of 
wonderment, the same joy in nature - but The 
Finches' sound is more rounded off (courtesy 
of Aaron's dad, producer David Morgan), 
conventionally 'finished'. 

Sometimes appearances and hastily 
thrown-off words don't deceive. This is an 
enchantina. rewardina and UDliftina album. 



Meg Baird, Helena Espvall 
and Sharron Kraus 



Leaves From Off The Tree (Bo'Weavil) 

Here, the characterful, knife-keen voice of 
UK folk singer Sharron Kraus meets Meg 
Baird's opalescent tones and warm cello 
courtesy of fellow Espers member Helena 
Espvall. The resulting collection of traditional 
British and American songs is performed in 
a style that gives a nod to the conventions 
of both countries, yet overall opts for a 
delicate detachment that owes as much 
to classical or chamber music. Kraus and 
Baird both provide hushed, rhythmic guitar 
beneath Espvall's cello, but when this is 
stripped away the women's unadorned 
voices attain an almost painful loveliness. 



Three-part harmonies impress and delight on 
'John Hardy' and dark, stark murder ballad 
'Barbry Ellen', and a version of Robert Burns' 
'Now Westlin' Winds' evokes the magical 
stillness felt just before tears or a kiss. 
Frances Morgan 



Bloc Party 



A Weekend In The City (Wichita) 

There were three things that made Bloc 
Party's debut exciting: 1 ) the sincere and 
savvy singing of Kele Okereke, 2) Matt 
Tong's muscular drumming and 3) a feeling 
of breakthrough, of claiming a city for your 
own. But now it's 2007, on A Weekend In 
The City Tong's drums are relegated to the 
back and the group's fierceness has all but 



disappeared. Okereke's still there, yes, and 
there are moments of real breathlessness - 
as when the guitars come vaulting over the 
battlements in 'Song For Clay' - but the 
album's vague midtempo moodiness lets the 
listener's mind drift. To the fact of Okereke's 
weak falsetto, say, or to how shit the band 
name is. Or to how Bloc Party should have 
been listening to less of Primal Scream and 
TV On The Radio, and to more of themselves. 
Sean Michaels 



Clap Your Hands Say Yeah 



Some Loud Thunder (Wichita) 

Here are some things that I wasn't expecting: 
Supertramp. Vangelis. Bagpipe guitars. 
All triumphantly surface, however, in this 



sophomore album from jittering Phi My 
quintet Clap Your Hands. A swaggering, 
gangbanging, Byrne-ian treatise, Some 
Loud Thunder is a welcome extension of 
the rabble's angular, nerve-jangled indie, 
as first evinced on their globally-lauded, 
self-titled debut in 2005. 

Some Loud Thunder's infernal 
centrepiece, 'Satan Said Dance', sees the 
five-piece summon an incandescent holy 
hell: it is equal parts ravenous, glam and 
outstanding. And other surprises reel within: 
the piano-mad Supertramp sing-a-long of 
'Love Song No. 7'; the pentatonic glock-rock 
of 'Goodbye To Mother And The Cove' 
(I defy you not to hear Vangelis); the 
Morricone swansong of 'Five Easy Pieces', 
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whose lung-pumping axe-riffs are the 
finest since Teenage Fanclub's 'Is This 
Music?' brought Bandwagonesquelo 
beatific demise. 

It's retro. It's hellish. It's heavenly. Yeah. 
Nicola Meighan 



Cold War Kids 



Robbers & Cowards (V2) 

A few snippets of an acoustic performance 
via their website revealed a songwriter who 
seemed a strong product of the Californian 
coast, breezy melodies played with sleight 
of hand and laissez-faire attitude, springing 
forth with a shake of shaggy hair. Cut to the 
record and it's a different prospect. Man, is 
this Maroon 5 for indie kids? Piano bashing 
and the effect of 'chaos' via a few voodoo 
rattle shakes reveals a devastating lack of 
imagination on the melody line, the deficit 
hustled behind the calamity of loose playing 
and heavy bass lines. Those who love the 
humour in the delivery of 'Tell Me In The 
Morning' are probably those cherishing 
the memory of Pavement and disillusioned 
with the respective by-products. Others will 
find little that emotes. 
Jonathan Falcone 



Current 93/Om 



Inerrant Rays Of Infallible Sun 
(Blackship Shrinebuilder) (Ipecac) 

And lo, the dirgebringers cometh. First up 
is David Tibet, still mad as a bag of crows, 
still singing like an evil goblin mocking you 
from a high branch of a wizened oak. Across 
nine minutes of see-sawing violins and shrill 
bagpipes, 'Inerrant Infalliable (Black Ships 
At Nineveh Or Edom)' sees Tibet crown 
h i mse If "the Prehistoric messiah ", g I i m pse 
the death of Coil's Jhonn Balance through 
some grisly waking vision, and probably 
oddest of all, grant Hollywood actress Reese 
Witherspoon "a conscious angel" (not sure 
what this means, except it's perhaps time 
for Ms Witherspoon to consider some sort 
of restraining order). Flip it, 1 0-inch fans, 
for 'Rays Of The Sun/To The Shrinebuilder' 
by San Francisco doom duo Om, trudging 
forth in search of Jerusalem through a thick 
incense of marijuana smoke - a feat of 
metal worship altogether darker and 
gnarlierthan last year's essential 
Conference Of The Birds, but ultimately 
nolesstransportive. 
Louis Pattison 



The Decembensts 



The Crane Wife (Rough Trade) 

To be honest, The Crane Wife isn't the 
world's easiest sell. If I went up to you and 
said, "Hey, check out The Decemberists' 
new album ! It sounds a bit like Steeleye 
Span jamming with Green Day, track two 
is a 1 3-minute song cycle which seems 
to be something to do with raping a girl 
and drowning her, and the whole thing is 
a concept album about the American Civil 
War. Maybe. . . ", you'd reach for the pepper 
spray. But despite all that, it's fantastic, 
probably something to do with how main 
Decemberist Colin Meloy a) uses fun words 
like Sycorax a lot, and b) sounds so why- 
cruel-world-why? upset by his own stories 
you wonder if he actually thinks he was in 
the war. Basically, The Crane Wife confirms 
that The Decemberists are indie's answer 
to The Sealed Knot Society, and that so long 
as they never get laid they'll be just fine. 
Andrzej Lukowski 
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obliteration urge 

Words: Frances Morgan 
Illustration: Marcus Oakley 

One of the most dubiously beautiful 
things about noise-based music is 
the blank canvas it presents for the 
musician's extra-musical ideas. This 
space, which has been filled variously 
by ideological or political messages, 
'transgressive' sexuality or vague 
expressions of the power of sound itself, 
seems more and more to play host to 
either musicians' affections for mythic 
and occult themes (but with a vague, 
Noughties detachment more palatable 
than the (tarot)-cards-on-the-table 
magick of, say, Coil) ; or their yearning 
towards an unspecified but enticing kind 
of all-out cosmic nihilism. 

So, suspension of disbelief all round, 
then, as we hoist the sails, whip the 
slaves and bow the cymbals - for here 
is Stephen O'Malley, Vincent de Roguin 
and Daniel O'Sullivan's new project, 
Aethenor, whose Homer-inspired Deep 
In Ocean Sunk The Lamp Of Light is out 
now on VH F. As you'd expect from 
O'Sullivan, who, in his other role as 
Guapo's pianist, treads a delicate 
tightrope between prog abandon and 
classical austerity, and organist/vocalist 
de Roguin of Swiss avant-rockers Shora, 
the album centres around elegant 
keyboards, punctuated by the occasional 
gong and a rather non-Ancient Greek 
musical box. O'Malley conjures see- 
sawing, seafaring atmospherics, creating 
an oceanic bass undertow overlaid 
with rattles and creaks that recall the 
atmospherics of Nurse With Wound's 
Salt Marie Celeste. There are moments 
of cliche, daubs of pomposity, but I'm 
sure people said that about the lliadtoo. 



Meanwhile, up among the stars, 
Astral Social Club, aka Neil Campbell 
of Leeds drone mavericks Vibracathedral 
Orchestra, plots his febrile, shimmering 
course - and then plots it again, and then 
again, until we're left with a laminated 



titled compilation (VHF's 1 00th release) is 
a selection of edited, remixed and layered 
highlights from Campbell's many CD-r 
releases, and it will make your teeth rattle 
with joy. Campbell's starting point is 
a melodic sensibility similar to that used 
by fellow Northern freak Matthew Bower 
in his Sunroof! incarnation. Like Bower, 
he coerces each tiny piece of ecstatic 
shudder-pop into an almost unbearable 
barrage of sharp, sugary shards, but 
is equally adept at hinting at song 
structures and dynamics. 

The aforementioned Bower recently 
took a step sideways from Sunroof! 's 
infinite neon spiral and got seriously 
fucking nasty with another Skullf lower 
release, Tribulation (Crucial Blast). 
Seemingly aiming for an even filthier 
sound than 2005's Orange Canyon Mind, 
its fanatical deconstruction of the electric 
guitar's possibilities will be sweet music 
to anyone who's ever wondered what it 
would be like to swab the inside of their 
cranium out with a blowtorch. 

Even at its darkest, Bower's music 
holds the promise of an unimaginably 
bright light, so the murkinessof his 
Hototogisu outfit always comes as a bit 
of surprise and must be due in no small 
part to his partner in feedback, Double 
Leopards' Marcia Bassett, whose sonic 
imagination is mighty - literally: her skill 
with cavernous, obfuscating sounds is 
instantly recognisable. I came away from 
a recent show with Sculpture Built Upon 
Graves (Heavy Blossom), four tracks of 



It doesn't matter 
who's top or 
bottom when 
you're both 
everything 

ironed out, infinite black metal feedback 
scrawl redolent of peat-black earth and 
lowering skies. Its sense of atmosphere is 
ancient to the point of pre-verbal, sodden 
and dank with menace. 

Bassett records solo as Zaimph, 
and Sexual Infinityls her first release 
on Prurient's Hospital Productions label. 
After a tentative start, we're hit with 
'Signal Aggression', a pure feedback tone 
that transmutes into a sustained beam 
of solder-iron sound. At times it gives 
the aural illusion of pressing or drawing 
the breath out of the body. The rest of 
the album hints at the maelstrom of 
Hototogisu, but still Bassett's unerring 
way with a directed sound stands out. 
From the mass of seething nerve-endings 
of noise, she isolates tones and tilts the 
music in their deepening favour. The 
buzzing, juddering 'Isolation In Ecstasy' 
is the sound of pleasure stripped of all 
the vocabulary we've dressed it up in, 
leaving a twitching, raw, inarticulate 
want. I don't necessarily hold with 
theories that reduce extreme sonics to 
notions of dominant and submissive 
sexuality; after listening to Sexual Infinity, 
mindful of the title's inference of endless 
orgasm, I hold with them even less. 
Za'i'mph's music is about totality, 
whether that's ecstasy, obliteration 
or pre-existence; and it doesn't really 
matter who's top or bottom when you're 
both everything. Or, indeed, nothing. 



plan b 1 73 



albums 



southern states 
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The important things in life: 
survival, money, sex, violence, bass 



Ying Yang Twins 

Chemically Imbalanced (TVT) 
Project Pat 

Crook By Da Book: The Fed Story 
(Sony Urban/Hypnotize Minds) 

Codeine's a helluva drug. Like all good hits it numbs the 
brain, or at least all the useless parts of it. The bits dealing 
with everything but the present - memories, logic, the 
future, pain. Helps you focus on the important things in 
life: survival, money, sex, violence, bass. 

Cos in the beginning was the Bass and the Bass was 
with God and the Bass was God. The rumble of a detuned 
E string, deconstructed farts and moans, beyond 
comprehension but reliably capable of hitting us stupid 
mortals where it counts. The ass. The soul. Bass shines in 
the darkness, but the darkness has not understood it. 

Except maybe they do understand it one place. 
The Dirty South. From Miami, the adopted home of 
pioneers 2 Live Crew, north to Memphis, Tennessee, the 
birthplace of the mighty Three 6 Mafia, back down south 
again through the Mississippi delta to Cash Money and 
No Limit in New Orleans then, arguably above any of 
those, all the way over in Houston, DJ Screw. Screw 
understood codeine, lived by it, possibly died because 
of it. He's credited with inventing chopped'n'screwed 
music, remixing rap ludicrously slow so everything is 
mournful Bass. Dedicated to his art, he supped regularly 
on codeine and promethazine-laced purple cough syrup 
so as to better commune with the Bass. 

My guess is Atlanta duo Ying Yang Twins haven't 
been sipping much sizzurp lately. Besides, their hit was 
always more chronic and booze, weed and being drunk, 
carnival crunk disco funk. But these things aren't mutually 
exclusive. Three 6 Mafia member Project Pat's new 
album, Crook By Da Book: The Fed Story, proceeds with 



both the hypnotic thud and minor synth chord Bass 
drone in full effect. Within two minutes of the Ying Yang 
Twins' latest, Chemically Imbalanced, they've shouted 
out pharmaceutical company Petrone and coined 
a mantra for Bass heads to live by, a full stop after each 
carefully enunciated phrase: "They. Keep. Wish. Ing. We 
stop. But. We keep on coming" ('Keep On Coming'). 

It's not the only telltale trace of codeine on Chemically 
Imbalanced, the slurred hook on 'Jigglin' and the chime- 
framed groans of weed anthem 'Collard Greens' both 
stink of Screw. It's a shame the second half of the album 
is fugged with a less appetising odour: the terminally 
useless eclecticism of Wyclef Jean who contributes six 
alternately muddled and just plain dull tracks. 

In theory, it's laudable they're looking to branch out 
after five albums produced largely by crunk innovator Mr 
Collipark. And in theory, Project Pat's shameless rehash 
of the formula perfected by affiliates Three 6 Mafia as far 
back as 1 995's Mystic Stylez should be redundant. 

Theory sucks. Building on the energy generated by 
Three 6 Mafia's surprise Oscar 2006 win (with 'Hard Out 
Here For A Pimp' from the film Hustle And Flow), Crook 
By Da Book is vital. Pat may not be the most lyrical rapper 
but he makes up for it with superhuman focus. He 
doesn't ride the beat, he merges with it, driving his points 
home with a succession of desperately chanted hooks. 
There's little letup, from the opening 'I Ain't Going Back 
To Jail' - he's just finished a four-year stretch - to the 
surreal boasts of 'High Off The Ground' ("I'm riding so 
high off the ground/I got dogs barking out they ass") and 
the delightfully garbled crudity of 'Good Googly Moogly'. 

The best bit? This is only a start, one of many. Three 
6 Mafia have a new set due out this spring and they've 
promised not to fuck with the formula. Get converted. 
Keep the faith. 



Julie Doiron 



Woke Myself Up (Jagjaguwar) 

For several years, Julie Doiron's best work 
has been love songs. Sometimes thick with 
doubt, but always caught in a rosy evening 
- sung quiet, guitar carefully plucked. But 
Woke Myself Up\s Doiron's best album since 
Desormais and there are other things hot in 



her chest. There's the likes of 'Yer Kids', 
almost ready for radio, full of affection 
for family. And there is the heartbreak of 
Doiron's failed marriage, fierce as feedback 
or so tender you can hear the cat murmuring 
('I Left Town'). The final track is resigned 
and devastating. "And all those songs that 
I sung, now I know they were wrong, " sh e 



sings, so pretty and matter-of-fact, "And 
now I'm taking them all back. " 
Sean Michaels 



Dragon Or Emperor 



Dragon Or Emperor (Pickled Egg) 

You call it Lightning Bolt. I say I have no 
conception of what such tight-knit formation 



drumming means, and go for older -the 
James Brown-inspired yeh-yeh groove 
of The Make Up, given a metal makeover. 
Someone mutters 'math rock', but I flinch, 
indicate that no way are these frenetic twists 
and turns, these plum-in-mouth spasm 
vocals humourless. " Formerly Volcano The 
Bear, y'know," you smugly remark, "And 
Songs Of Norway". I shrug, and rave about 
the way this enormous, near-hallucinogenic 
duo remind me of prime 76 Pere Ubu, thus 
indicating my overbearing age once more. 
Sigh. Fucking seriously mighty. 
Everett True 



Goldrush 



The Heart Is The Place (Truck) 

Goldrush say they wanted to return to their 
roots, instead of singing about America all 
the time. They succeeded. With swells of 
sunrise brass and cymbals like blue-coast 
surf lighting up 'Aperture', they've made 
music for the spaces inbetween. '24 Hours' 
is for drifting towards countryside homes 
and the quiet on the road when everyone's 
stopped talking, nothing but white lines 
and burnt skylines seaming past. 'Every 
One Of Us' is a track for glowing dawns 
and dry dusks, Robin Bennett's voice pulling 
smokily at its soft chords with a comforting 
wheeze, like drowsy flowers and humming 
Oxfordshire summers. Guitars squeal, and 
a tingle spreads from eyes to tips of fingers. 
Lauren Strain 



Maximilian Hecker 



I'll Be A Virgin, I'll Be A Mountain (V2) 

If you described Maxi Hecker's new album 
to me, I'd hate it on principle. Why? Songs 
with titles like 'Silly Lily, Funny Bunny' and 
'Messed-Up Girl', for one thing. A breathy 
voice that rarely rises above wistful sighings, 
for another. Tweeness, the headfirst dive 
into "acoustic guitar + sensitive vocals 
+ songs about girls = emotional honesty" 
cliche, among other things. All these things 
are true. They're also not important, because 
I'll Be A Virgin is gorgeous. Sometimes even 
indie-boy torch songs can pull you apart and 
wrap you up warm. It's not important, it's 
probably not great art and you can't dance 
to it, but it's just so puppy-dog eyes likeable 
that you can't help but love it. 
Ben Hoyle 



Kristin Hersh 



Learn To Sing Like A Star (4AD) 

As the voice of her stepsister Tanya Donelly 
grows ever clearer, so Kristin's becomes 
increasingly ravaged by time. Each 
sandpapery rasp reeks of the dust of dark 
closets, washed down with wine. Each 
album becomes less forgiving than the last. 

Learn To Sing Like A Star \s raw, the 
musical equivalent of serving your heart 
on a plate, still beating, a scant garnish 
of strings and backing vocals to soften the 
blow. "Getting up is what hurts, "she howls 
on 'Day-Glo', sounding like the only sane 
inmate in the asylum. Meanwhile, guitar 
lines wrestle with unheard frequencies and 
the drums perform some rhythmic Heimlich 
manoeuvre on the solar plexus.Listening 
to this album is like a gentle tiptoe through 
a nature reserve: you see the minutiae of life, 
the lizard, the wild vanilla. It's a long trawl 
through an ancientfamily album; a walk 
on a fiery beach, a stolen glance in a diary, 
an overheard drunken conversation. 
HayleyAvron 
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Hailing from Akron, Ohio has allowed The Black Keys to 
remain imaffected by the creepy tides of fashion, to develop at 
their own pace, and serendipitonsly to bloom at a time when 
genuine soul is in high demand. 
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blues straight out of Akron, Ohio. Features the track Girl is On 
Mind featured in the Ana Ivanovic Sony TV Commercial. 
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New Indie charting EP. The Keys play the work of blues legend 
Junior Kimbrough. 







THE BLACK KEYS LIVE - DVD 

^dist includes: Thickfreakness, Busted, Stack Shot Billy, The 
Breaks, All Hands Against His Own, No Trust, Everywhere I Go, No 
in, The Desperate Man, Heavy Soul, Set You Free, and Till I Get My 
Wav. Eive performance from their 2005 tour of Australia. 




THE BLACK KEY! 

18 February: Rock City - Nottingham 

21 February: ITEA - Norwich 

23 February: Manchester Academy - Manchestt 

27^ February: Shepherds Bush Empire - London 



20 February: Wulfrmi Hall - Wolverhampton 

22 February: The Leadmill - Sheffield 

25 February: The Old lire Station - Bournemouth 
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panda pop 

Words: Frances Morgan 

Illustration: Overture 

Death Sentence: Panda! 

Festival Of Ghosts/R'Out 4,002 (Upset The Rhythm) 

When DIY music stretches itself; when it 
uncoils and sheds its inhibitions. When it 
ditches the rock instrumentation. When it 
gets ideas above its station or stolen from 
across an ocean or steamed off old jazz vinyl 
or forced through a Gameboy mangle - that's 
when it gets really interesting. 

Because the irony of punk, and DIY, 
and whatever else we call our radical music, 
has always been its instrumental and sonic 
conservatism compared with the concurrent 
willingness of those both at the more forward- 
thinking end of pop and the elitist heights 
of contemporary composition to scavenge 
for sounds outside of their immediate 
environment. The fact that those sounds are 
corralled into a place alien to their original 
context -from Yma Sumac's 'Peruvian' 
loungecore to Timbaland's use of Arabic 
and Indian beats and scales via Steve Reich's 
African drums and the 'Fourth World' stylings 
of Jon Hassell and Laurie Anderson -enhances 
rather than negates the pleasure of listening 
to exotica; the thrill when something wholly 
'other' is created via appropriation or 



hybridisation of cultures. But it's a fact 
that, the minute you prod it, exudes all 
kinds of ideological problems: cultural 
imperialism; the exploitation of indigenous 
musicians; Goa Trance. Better, maybe, 
to stick to hitting an electric guitar with 
a drum stick. 

But if 'Fourth World' came to mean the 
marriage of sophisticated technology with 



j accidental avant- 
rde that's playful. 



'unsophisticated' (hmmm) music, this century 
has seen a definite rise of a Fifth way. Once 
the province of rich hippies with expensive 
equipment, now pop-ethnomusicological 
exploration is increasingly owned by punk 
and noise kids with spliced together ideas 
and instruments. The result is dizzying and 
dislocated, an accidental avant-garde that's 
playful, psychedelic and fun. The result is 
bands like Death Sentence: Panda!, a boy-girl- 
boy trio from San Francisco who make tribal 
hardcore with an animal rights agenda, 
panda makeup and instrumentation limited 
to percussion and wind only. No guitars, no 
bass: just breath and fists. 



Depending on your perspective, Death 
Sentence: Panda! are either a furry, freaky, 
free-jazz-inflected f uck-you riposte to anyone 
who still feels that significant, meaningful, 
angry music requires guitars and/or men 
shouting, swearing and sweating, or a novelty 
outfit of hipster hardcore dragonflies 
skimming over a great and bottomless lake 
of the world's musics, comprehending only 
the surface skin of the water. 

I'd say they're gloriously both. The 
first half of their second album, an eerie 
counterpoint to the crusading parpof last 
year's Puppy, Kitty, Or Both, sees them 
evoking the more unheimlich aspect of 
musical plundering. Here, Death Sentence: 
Panda! are ghosts, frozen in time; restless 
spirits called into almost-being with pipes, 
drums, clangs, chants and rustles. The more 
vocally hectic second half, 'R'Out 4,002', brings 
them back to life in the role of shamanic 
jungle mercenaries. Throughout, the weird 
echo on the percussion and the pitchshifted 
clarinet add a sinister, metallic edge to 
proceedings, surrounding everything from 
the band's rendering of an Indonesian folk 
poem ('Yao Yao Tou') to their bratty noise-out 
about an unspecified "four-legged creature" 
('Slumber Party') like stop-start gunfire heard 
from an echoing, rusting underground 
bunker. Insurrectionary. 



Heroes (Kompakt) 

Hug is the new moniker of 2 1 -year-old 
Swedish prodigy John Dahlback, and Heroes 
is elegant, propulsive, melodic techno that 
functions as sharply as a mix as an artist 
album. There's a sweetness and swishness 
to the likes of 'Raido' and 'Fluteorgie' that 
radiates warmth for cold nights. The childlike 
melodies of 'Tiny Stars' recall the pastoral 
bliss of Nathan Fake and Boards Of Canada, 
while the spellbinding clicks and cuts of 



'Tones Of None' and the awesome bass 
pressure of 'Sub' are lessons in how to 
fashion minimal techno that's as equally 
textured and vertiginous as it is arresting. 
Chris Ballard 



Huntsville 



For The Middle Classes 
(Rune Grammofon) 

Huntsville are the Norwegian trio of Ivar 
Grydeland, Tonny Kluften and Ingar Zach. 
They all come from backgrounds in 



improvised music, and this is a new 
excursion into 'groove-based' composition 
and improvisation. The extensive list of 
instruments include pedal steel guitar, 
upright bass, tabla machine, shruti box 
and, indeed, banjos. They clatter and 
tumble along into the distance, at times 
like an unplugged Neu !, music about 
nothing other than its own exhilarating 
existence. It's the sound of your brain 
popping in excited stimulation. 
Euan Andrews 



Jeans Team 



Kopf Auf (Louisville) 

2003's Gold und Silberwas a polished, 
precise electropop diamond, glimmering 
and hard. 2005's Music Von Oben saw Jeans 
Team relax a bit, adding softly-strummed 
guitars to the band's Teutonic synth washes. 
And now, like a fellow on a third date giving 
up on holding his tummy in, they're letting it 
all hang out. What it is: they're singing songs 
about poo. Oh, those setose-obsessed 
Germans! Perhaps they're trying to create 
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a new genre called 'electropoop'? Hahaha. 
"He can 't shit in Paris, he can 't shit in Rome, 
the only place for him to shit is at home. " 
What larks. But relax too much and you'll 
wind up lifeless, and so it is with KopfAuf. 
The melodies are pleasant without being 
enticing; the synths are more muzak than 
music, and the band's wackiness makes you 
long for a taste of dour Kraut. Regrettably, 
the lyrical content isn't the only thing that 
doesn't smell of roses on this record. 
Miss AMP 



Dip (Melodic) 

Arab Strap vocalist Aidan Moffat has, over 
the last few years, carved out a side career 
releasing benign, reflective and lushly 
orchestral instrumentals as L Pierre. Coming 
shortly after the 'Strap's final relegation to 
the bottom of music's underwear drawer, 
third album Dip may have a seaside theme 
but thus contains neither beach-towel 
voyeurism nor unsavoury beachcombing 
finds. In fact, the Scottish tourist board 
would welcome the tranquil coves evoked 
by 'Gullsong', where field recordings 
of waves and gulls circle around the 
shipwrecked remains of an orchestra. It's 
unashamedly relaxing fare, giving a cheeky 
nod to its near-muzak status with the 
Brandenburg'n'bass of 'Hike', yet for all its 
idealisation, Dip glows with the kind of sea- 
breeze sheen that doesn't come in a can. 
Abi Bliss 



The Manhattan Love Suicides 



The Manhattan Love Suicides 
(Magic Marker) 

There was a brief moment in 1 985 when 
post-C86 pop-heads The Primitives sounded 
exactlylke their primary source, Edinburgh's 
MaryChain-meets-Ramones-meets-The 
Shangri Las Shop Assistants. It was round 
about the time Meat Whiplash out-sourced 
their primary source (the Mary Chain) and 
put out the blistering Creation single 
'Don't Slip Up'. Feedback threatened to 
topple speakers, everyone was in thrall to 
the three-note guitar solos of The Velvet 
Underground, and. . .oh wait. It's 2007, and 
here's a killer Leeds band (ex-Pop Threat) 
with a cover of Beat Happening's 'Indian 
Summer', a title that references the TVPs 
('(The Guy On The) 1 4th Floor') and a female 
singer who sounds just like Alex Shoppie. 
What d'ya reckon? Of course I fucking 
love them! 
Everett True 



Mark Mailman 



Between the Devil And The Middle C 
(Badman) 

Mark is the Austin Powers of modern rock 
radio. Sporting an FM bravado that's literally 
been frozen for decades, Mark emerges 
(cryogenically?) to rewrite the songbook 
bastardised by the hams who gave us 'Eye 
Of The Tiger' and '(I Wear My) Sunglasses 
At Night'. Let it be said that Mark likes hair 
in his glam metal, Spinal Tap innuendo 
in his song salad and glitchy squirts of 
cheese in his techno soup. No wonder his 
voice sounds shredded, he once played an 
entire song for 52 hours and 40 minutes! 
There's a tawdry sheen on this record that 
creeps me out, but the hooks, especially 
the candy-ass ones from the synthesiser, 
make me randy. 
Shane Moritz 



Emma McGlynn 
And The Monorails 



The Murder Set (Impatio Sound) 

Gently descending, folky niceties phase 
into a millefeuille of strung-out and bitter 
assertions, worthy of Mazzy Star; niceties 
that ascend to a balls-in-the-throat roar. 
A foray into the world of the radio-friendly 
is soon harnessed by a wildness that 
constantly champs at the bit. Lonely horns 
wail slow and weeping in the background 
as Emma McGlynn wails slow and mad 
about love lost and love turned dour. Strings 
and sentiment are raised like Braille from 
flat pages by McGlynn's voice: naive but 
knowing; frail but fighting. 

A comfortable listen ... if you've never 
had your heart broken. 
HayleyAvron 



Malcolm Middleton 



A Brighter Beat (Full Time Hobby) 

Affirming the well-worn granny maxim that 
it's the quiet ones you have to watch, Arab 
Strap's shy harmonist Malcolm Middleton, 
(the one who gingerly noodled in the corner 
while his partner vocalised their brilliant 
bedsit exegeses), has emerged as one of 
Scotland's most precious, and unlikely, stars. 

On his third solo album, Middleton 
further hones his chronicles of insular pop 
and wry desolation. Although less lambent 
than 2005's Into The Woods (lacking its 
predecessor's violins and jangles), A Brighter 
Beat\s nonetheless dextrous - not least the 
swashbuckling title track and ensorcelled, 
lighters-aloft'Up Late Again': proof that still, 
through the mire, his loneliness shines. 
Nicola Meighan 



MSTRKRFT 



The Looks? (Last Gang) 

Jesse Keeler from DFA1 979 has been doing 
the remix thing for a while, creating monster 
electro-noise slabs from indie hits of varying 
quality. Now here's his first album of original 
material and it's. . . perfunctory. DFA1 979 
was a big swaggering rockbeast of a project 
that gained a tense excitement from 
a dalliance with dance music; The Looks 
just is dance music, with nary a whit of 
weirdness or twisted creativity to its name. 
Where's the tension, where's the thrill? 
It's off round the back doing poppers while 
keyboards, drum machines and vocoders 
throb pointlessly to a vacant dancefloor. 
Keeler should hire himself to do a remix 
on his own album. I bet it'd be fantastic. 
Miss AMP 



Mugstar 



Mugstar(Sea) 

Who says we've got no space programme? 
With their debut CD, Mugstar have blasted 
off into regions of cosmic heaviosity, happy 
to boldly go where Hawkwind have been 
going for decades. Less Kraut than Circle, 
more Metal than Comets On Fire, this is 
unmistakably British space-rock: low-slung 
bass, chug-a-lug guitar and bonehead 
drums, tripped out with astral feedback 
and miasmic hyperspace synth clouds. 
In this region of the galaxy, the riff is king, 
repetition the natural state of things. As one 
doom-plod gives way to the next, the crew 
experiences an obliteration of thought so 
powerful that, 30 seconds in, no one can 
remember what the last tune sounded like. 
Think of it as a vacation, literally. 
Daniel Spicer 
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Reality as 
we know it 
is actually 
something 
like a cosmic 
iPod set 
on eternal 
Sh- 

chaos theory 

Words: Daniel Spicer 
Illustration: Laurie J Proud 

Various 

The Topography Of Chance 

(Sonic Arts Network) 

Ever since John Cage and his Darmstadt buddies 
started chucking I Ching pieces at a wall back 
in the Fifties, the idea of using chance as a 
compositional tool has produced some startling 
and important work. Just as, in an infinite universe, 
anything we care to imagine must, by definition, 
exist somewhere, the act of throwing musical 
creativity open to indeterminate influences 
immediately ushers in the possibility of eternal 
variations; a never-ending hall of mirrors containing 
every conceivable combination of sounds, stretching 
out forever in every direction. 

In curating this compilation, writer/comedian 
Stewart Lee has made a commendable stab at 
condensing this mind-bending prospect to the 
more manageable format of 1 7 tunes spread out 
over one hugely entertaining hour. Every track 
here centres on a key element of aleatory input, 
from found sounds, random texts and field 
recordings to the confounding and dizzying 
unpredictability of everyday speech. As you might 
expect from a miniature map of infinity, the result 
seems to conjure equal measures of humour and 
profundity, like a slim primer in the mysteries 
of existence. 

It has to be said that some of the tracks operate 
primarily as pieces of conceptual sonic art, rather 
than musicperse. Jon Rose's The Shouting Fence', 



which incorporates snatches of conversation yelled 
from either side of a wall running through the 
middle of a village in the Golan Heights, is more 
an unsettling audio-document than anything you'll 
be humming in the shower; and the excerpts of 
comedy routines from Arthur Smith and Simon 
Munnery included here, though pretty funny 
(especially Munnery's stream of consciousness 
idiot-savant nonsense drivel), might just lose their 
shine with repeated listening. 

Still, there are some nuggets of pure brilliance 
to be found within The Topography Of Chance. 
Derek Bailey's 'Anecdote' has the great improviser 
exercising his legendary, irascible intellect, trying 
to put himself off as he simultaneously pours out 
jagged guitar runs and tells a story about his days 
entertaining diners in a restaurant. '(They) Called 
It' finds avant-garde composer Tony Conrad's two- 
year-old son, Ned - aka Thunderboy- mucking 
about with an Osmonds' single on a toy record 
player and accidentally setting up a hypnotic, 
Terry Riley-style loop that turns into a genuine 
head-nodder. 

Perhaps strangest of all is the unaccountably 
compelling sound of Mark E Smith reading 
the football results for BBC Sport, with his 
oddly slurred yet precise diction not quite 
managing to conceal some private, disdainful 
malevolence, and the whole thing coming over 
like a nasty dream. 

Listening to this disc late at night creates 
the peculiar suspicion that reality as we know 
it is actually something like a cosmic iPod set on 
eternal Shuffle -which might just be closer to 
the truth than any of us realises. 



Neptune 



Patterns (Fortissimo) 

There's a kid somewhere right now- it 
could even be you, between reading this 
-waffling about their DIY principles. So 
what if you've photocopied a few hundred 
flyers and hired a battered old tour van 
twice? Neptune make their own fucking 
instruments, numbnuts. To hover too long 
on this most obvious asset would be to do 
the scrap metal-salvaging Massachusetts- 
based trio something of a disservice, though. 
Occasionally they possess all the freeform 
appeal of geography teachers learning 
guitar; more often, they scratch a path to 
Weirdland using only Shellac's metronome 
timing, flickers of no-waved Seventies prog 
experimentalism and with harshness dials 
turned up to 1 1 . Punk's definitely not dead. 
Adam Anonymous 



Sarah Nixey 



Sing, Memory (ServiceAV) 

So, if Black Box Recorder were suburbia - 
rain on a Tuesday afternoon -then Nixey's 
first solo album is the sound of the city at 
night - neon, Kraftwerk and chrome. Her 
voice is still as beautiful as an ice sculpture, 
but now she's singing about upscale urban 
encounters rather than sordid affairs of the 
suburbs. Lyrically, the songs are dreamier, 
more pop in their eyes-to-the-heavens 
attitude. But don't get me wrong - she still 
knows that when you're in the city you're 
only seeing the streetlights. 

The songs are electro, or pop, or 
electropop some of them reminiscent of 
Kylie's 'I Believe In You'. The impression 
you're left with is of something subtly 
hallucinatory, swimmy and strange, 
late nights and beautiful people, taste, 
decadence, discretion, perfect smiles, 
expensive cars, and something aching, 
wordless, behind it all. 
Ben Hoyle 

in the studio: sarah nixey 

We listened to: "Half Cousin's new album 
Iodine. It's strangely beautiful." 
We ate: " Poached shark with all the 
trimmings." 

We watched: "James trying to navigate 
his way through Second Life, the 3D 
digital world. He hasn't quite mastered the 
software and his avatar walked around in 
his underpants while being hit on by a lady 
of the night. James spent rather too long 
trying to create a hairstyle and ended up 
with a mullet with several bald patches." 



The Noisettes 



Don't Give Up (Vertigo) 

Well, they don't muck around. Put it in, turn 
it up, press play and you're assaulted by the 
opening track 'Don't Give Up' - a scratchy, 
bluesy, lo-slung whiplash thing. It snake- 
crawls and spits. Singer Shingai Shoniwa 
coos and caws and implores, her voice 
cracking up high and Elvis-quivering down 
low: she doesn't sound like a woman you'd 
cross and live to tell the tale. 

Ten songs, 40 minutes, and the feeling 
of a gig. There's that sense of inclusivity and 
connection between the performer and the 
audience, and an explosive spontaneity 
working in the songs - in the space of 
a single track they'll go from powerful and 
raw (and loud) to lulling and serene. Then, 
just when you've got your bearings. . . 
Ben Hoyle 
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Octave One 



Off The Grid (Tresor) 

In Detroit techno's hierarchy, Octave 
One (and their collaborators here, Random 
Noise Generation) could be easily cast as 
understudies to the mid-mannered janitor 
of bastard-hard brains trust bosh, Jeff Mills. 
They supported him on his Exhibitionist 
world tour, and there's an unavoidably 
Millsian pitch to a good chunk of this album. 
Off The Grid \slUe kind of chrome-reflective 
loop techno unlikely to entice anyone who 
doesn't already love the form (something 
Octave One managed, to an extent, with 
2000 single 'Blackwater'); if you're up to 
speed, this is rampant evidence of purist 
techno's survival and, indeed, gradual 
evolution. 'Empower' features one of the 
finest whoomp-whoomp noises acting 
as a bassline you might ever hear and the 
pomped-up melody rush of 'Love And Hate' 
trumps even that. The bonus DVD of live 
twiddling and assorted Nineties videos is 
worth watching, oh, once as well. 
Noel Gardner 



Of Montreal 



Hissing Fauna, Are You The 
Destroyer? (Polyvinyl) 

If there was ever a man in need of an editor, 
it's Kevin Barnes. For years he's specialised 
in sprawling statements of inconsistency 
that always suggest his definitive statement 
is just around the corner. 

After hearing Hissing Fauna. 
I am officially giving up waiting for this 
to happen. Though Barnes is doubtlessly 
refining his craft, to expect flawless brevity 
from an Of Montreal album is, by now, just 
wishful thinking. It teems with a myriad 
interesting ideas and detours - perhaps 
too many. Exploding acid-soaked harmonies 
over busily chirruping drum machines, 
Barnes continues his recent voyage into 
electronic soundscapes and, at times, the 
marriage between bubblegum psychedelia 
and kitsch electronica is pleasingly 
successful. But, at others, Barnes' twee 
Sixties pomp simply grates and, sadly, 
all too often your finger will be found 
hovering indecisively over the skip button. 
M e re k Cooper 



Slightly Sorry (Drag City) 

For some reason - Pat Grubler's association 
with the likes of Matt Valentine, maybe - 
I was expecting high drone weirdness from 
this dude. Soft Hammond organs, an electric 
piano sound like a tiger cub's paws and 
chiming, Stephen Stills-y guitars were not 
part of the plan, yet here they are, all tied 
together with harmonised, holy-modal 
vocals and assured songwriting. 

After shaky openings - 'The Dance' 
sails too close to retro cliche - the album 
finds its feet with 'Strange Messages', 
a gently surreal ballad around which backing 
vocals, flutes and drums swirl in the mix 
like scattered petals on a breeze. Elsewhere, 
'I've Been Traveling' is pure sunshine: 
somewhere between your favourite Byrds 
tracks, early REM and, urn, Madonna's 
'Beautiful Stranger', if the latter happened 
to have a really ace guitar solo tacked onto 
its end; while traditional 'Lily Of The West' 
showcases Grubler's superlative guitar 
playing - a sort of Renbourn-style Baroque 
blues - and canny way with a folk song. 
Frances Morgan 
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sole creator 

Words: Stevie Chick 
Illustration: Emily Twomy 

I've always found Auteur Theory 
a seductive thing, that an artist 
can have creative dominion over 
their work, the freedom to present 
their vision exactly as they see it. 
It's a romantic ideal that succeeds 
via a heroic suspension of disbelief, 
that an artist's concept can 
somehow survive the industrialised 
manufacture of our popular culture 
utterly intact - more myth than 
truth, but no less alluring for that. 

The culture of home-recorded 
music bustles with auteurs, artists 
with complete mastery of the sounds 
and substance they multi-track, 
music of potent intimacy that 
envelopes you in its very personal 
world. So it is with Abandoned 
Meander (Smooch), the first in 
a projected five solo albums from 
Andrew Douglas Rothbard, 
elusive frontman for San Francisco 
hedonists Pleasure Forever. 

It's home recorded, arranged, 
performed and recorded by 
Rothbard, who assembles the blurry 
fragments fhto a grand mosaic of 
impressionistic ambience, a lush 
symphony of caressed guitars, 
treated vocals that materialise like 
wraiths, and a twiny folk sensibility 
evoking the third Led Zeppelin 
album. A psychedelic gossamer, 
as if it might dissolve on your 
tongue, every note bears Rothbard's 
fingerprint- manipulated, shaped 
and carved to echo the music in 
his head (a roaringly beautiful, 
mysterious thing). 



There's something almost 
suffocating about Abandoned 
Meander, the way it coils from 
your stereo like a stoning cloud, 
shutting out all other sound, all 
other stimuli, smothering you in its 
pillowy self, until all you can taste,, 
touch, hear is filtered through 
Rothbard's sensibility. A seduction 
that's sublime. 

Similarly effervescent psychedelic 
loveliness - albeit chopped up into 
tidier song-shapes - hits in the form 
of Nurse & Soldier's full-length 
debut, Marginalia (Brah). A duo 
consisting of Oneida's Bobby 
Matador and his partner Erica 
Fletcher, they dip dippy powerpop 
into a cauldron of synapse-stroking 
drone and crackling kraut-ish din, 
coating the butterscotch melodies 
in sour fizz. 

It's an album of lazy charm and 
considerable craft, a treat for fans 
of a most hazy shade of indie-rock: 
'Fishing' oozes slumbersome half- 
lidded profundities like The Breeders 
at their most baked, while the 
cresting crescendos of 'Bought 
Up Too Soon', guitars ringing out 
like horns, bolster Erica, singing 
in a poised and proud voice, like 
the lovechild of Debbie Harry and 
Laetitia Sadier. Most of all, though, 
Nurse & Soldier mine a very fine 
seam of their own - search out 
their early seven-inch, also, for the 
cherishable 7-1 1 Song'. 

When the definitive history 
on our era of noise is penned, 
Oneida will get the respect their 
voluminous and fearless catalogue 
deserves. First time I saw 'em, 
however, they were a caustic, 



spastic quartet whom the NME 
hated, but I loved, not least for 
evoking memories of the much- 
lamented Brainiac. Italians Hot 
Gossip tickle that same soft spot 
with their debut LP Angles (Ghost), 
a taut, clattering and off-kilter 
set of jerk-laden rock'n'roll hop- 

The culture of 
home-recorded 
music bustles 
with auteurs 

scotching to its own theremin- 
scored melodies, and singing pop 
of an intriguing and idiosyncratic 
bent. 'John Rowland', a stargazing 
glide of angsty pop that stings 
with the same lethal artfulness 
as early Blonde Redhead, is 
the highlight. 

Having recently uncovered 
the raggedly poetic Two Gallants, 
Alive Records turn up more 
thorny, vulnerable goodness in 
the form of San Franciscan quartet 
Trainwreck Riders. Their Lonely 
Road Revival debut album (Alive) 
offers a subterranean reading of 
Americana, a lyrical and endearing 
set placed somewhere between 
the warm, stargazing countrydelica 
of Beachwood Sparks, the warped 
mutant-folk of Meat Puppets, 
and the explosive, squalling 
guitar heroics of early Dinosaur. 
Ear-bleeding country, then, but 
possessed of a maverick creativity, 
a deftly left-field touch, that makes 
Lonely Road Revival so much more 
than a mere genre workout. 



plan b 1 79 



albums 




Marissa Nadler 

Songs III: Bird On The Water (Peacefrog) 
Who remembers Mazzy Star? Behind Hope 
Sandoval's frog-mouthed scowl lay a voice 
that could reduce journalists to gibbering 
devotees within seconds. Like a character 
from Greek myth who crossed the path of an 
unforgiving deity, she was gifted with tones so 
heavenly that -aha, the curse! -no one would 
ever actually listen to what she was singing. 
Even the band fell under her bewitchment: 
at least, that would explain why they only 
managed to write one memorable tune. 

The mixed blessing of such a voice comes 
to mind within the opening seconds of 
New England native Nadler'sthird album. 
It spills out of the speakers like liquid regret, 
languorous and trembling, coating each 
syllable in a corona of pale gold winter 
sunlight or splitting into a kaleidoscope of 
harmonies. See how dangerous this seductress 
is? However, listen to Songs ///three times 
and the spell breaks. Instead of being an 
end in themselves, Nadler's vocals emerge 
as a sinuously winding road into the heart 
of her sonas. a realm where each aooarentlv 



unfettered reverie is anchored byspiderweb- 
strong gossamers of finger-picked guitar and 
folk grounding. Nadler may frequently be 
placed under the 'New Weird America' banner 
-she is backed here by several members of 
Espers - but for all the wheezy synths, spectral 
harmonics and spacey percussion that enhance 
the moonlit shivering, at the centre of each 
track lies a poise and restraint that would 
have had a younger Donovan or Joni Mitchell 
nodding in quiet approval. In other hands, 
the uniformly rippling guitar and ever-present 
reverb would quickly pall; here the consistency 
just pulls Songs ///tighter around itself in an 
enchanted bubble of iridescent magic. 

A trained painter, Nadler's channelling of 
folk and country's brutal lyric simplicity goes 
beyond the basic shipwreck-and-haunted-well 
fare into more personal, allusive territory. 
Abandoned maidens are in short supply: 
"He was my lord and I was his lady, " swoons 
'Thinking of You', "But I soon grew tired of 
the lazy days", while a narrator of smoky bars 
and one-night-stands admits, in 'Diamond 
Hearts', "I had a man in every town/And I 
thouohtofvou each time I tore offmvoown". 



Tellingly, she t 
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refreshing it with a poignancy not seen since 
Joan Baez turned the full glare of her shrillness 
upon it. It takes a voice to do that, yes, but 
a whole lot more as well. 

Abi Bliss talks to Marissa Nadler 
How did you discover your voice? 

" I was incredibly shy at the beginning of my explorations 
into song, but really I loved music. I spent so much time 
listening to great singers, that when the shyness finally 
went away, I remembered or realised how to sing. " 
Who would you most like to paint your portrait? 
"I love the way Jenny Saville glorifies the woman: it's all 
so fleshy. If we are talking anyone, maybe Picasso in his 
Blue or Rose Period, but definitely not his cubist period. " 
Are you worried that people will take the 
enchanting, ethereal elements of your sound 
and image too literally? 
" I do get a little scared of creepy fans that glorify me as 
some kind of ethereal vision, and get the wrong idea. 
It's not that I am this tragic character. I am just fascinated 
by tragic characters and ethereal visions. How magical 
could I possibly be, growing up in the Nineties with slap 
bracelets and Madonna in suburban Massachusetts?" 



Khlyst 

Chaos Is My Name (Hydra Head) 

I've got a doom surprise for you: Steve O'Malley does not play on this record, 
nor has he released it, or even done the artwork. He is, however, the common 
bond between its two protagonists: James Plotkin, who plumbed the torture 
chamber depths of extreme metal with O'Malley in Khanate; and Norwegian 
vocalist Runhild Gammelsaeter, who at the tender age of 1 7 back in the mid- 
Nineties, sang, gurgled, yelped, and summoned strange and terrible demons 
in short-lived, proto-Sunn 0)))doom project Thorr's Hammer. Anyway, if 
you're mourning Khanate's recent snuff ing-out, blow out those candles: 
while Chaos Is My Name takes a slightly different route (freeform improv- 
guitar splatter rather than tightly harnessed dread; inhuman female vocals, 
instead of inhuman male), it still feels like distilled despair. Like someone's 
taken that piece of pure evil that obliterates the boy's parents at the end of 
Time Bandits, melted it down, and injected straight into your temple. 
Louis Pattison 



Cornna Repp 



The Absent And The Distant 
(Caldo Verde) 

This is the second album on Mark Kozelek's 
new imprint. Like the former American Music 
Club singer, Portland singer Corrina Repp 
likes to draw her songs out, linger in the 
gaps, slow everything down until it's. . . 
just. . . a. . . somnambulant daze. 

Sometimes, this works - where 
the melodies are strong enough to give 
the lush instrumentation and Repp's tinkling 
piano enough material to work with 
('AH', the gorgeous 'Let Us Lie Underneath 
The Night'). More often, however, one 
feels it's a device, one used to cover the 
songs' failings - and one used heavy- 



handedly at that. Much like Kozelek's own 
work, in fact. 
Siobhan Marshall 



The Ruby Suns 



First Record (Memphis Industries) 

Cali-born Ryan Phunn relocates to Aukland, 
finds some like-minded loons and gives 
us this 40 minutes of wonder- all the 
right buttons pushed, a little Kingsbury 
dreaminess, a little Swirlies dementia, a little 
bit too much love for Clear Light and Faine 
Jade (if that's possible) and plenty to make 
that irritating Brian Wilson disciple in your 
life (c'mon, we all have one) shut the fuck up 
and listen. Gorgeous chamber-pop detours 
abound, and the whole thing gets pleasantly 
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nauseous after a while, but what makes this 
work beyond smart-arsed psych collage is 
the joy that emanates from every melody; the 
feeling you get that this is California-psych 
traumatically teleported to the other side of 
the Pacific, looking longingly at Micronesia 
with a dim presentiment of the Antarctic 
depths close by. 
Neil Kulkarni 



Sideshow 



Sideshow (Aus) 

Sideshow is better known for making smoky, 
noodlesome grooves for the Ninja Tune 
label, under the name Fink. Here he lends 
his hand to dance music, and it's warm 
and expansive, with crisp, dark beats that'll 
work both on the dancefloor and in bed. 
The go-go-influenced disco-house 'Philly 
Soundworks' is like a chilled-out cousin of 
Justus Kohncke's 'Advance'; 'Scary Biscuits' 
is deep and beautifully textured; and 
'You've Changed Dub' is a brilliantly 
twisted amalgam of dubstep and frenetic 
jazz drums. The bonus remixes are worth 
the price alone: Sideshow's remix of 
Mike Monday's 'Bhalobashi' is all rubbery 
bass and marshmallow synths; MyMy's 
Lee Jones fashions a soaring dancefloor 
beast from 'Philly Soundworks'; and Mathew 
Jonson, John Tejada and Jesse Rose all 
transform Sideshow originals in haunted, 
skeletal epics. 
Robin Wilks 



Lady Sovereign 



Public Warning (Def Jam) 

Lady Sovereign's debut arrives with way too 
much context. From the rosy eyed dreamers 
who reckon she's just the job to spearhead 
a British rap invasion in the USA to the 
more... uUUU, mature perspective of old 
school UK hip hop heads such as Braintax, 
who derided her signing as "an insult to 
artists that's struggling". 

Take all that shit away and Public 
Warning is fine. True, you've heard most of 
the highlights already ('Random', 'A Little 
Bit Of Shhh') but there's much else here 
that kicks, from her summation of London 
as, "24 hour surveillance and dog shit on 
the pavements" ('My England'), to the 
combustible streamlined petulant punkiness 
of the title track's anthemic coda: "I don 't 
want to play none of your games/I want to 
play all of my games." 

And, for all the mainstream sheen, it's 
her games, her arrogance (right or wrong, 
worthy or not) which make this worth a listen 
- honest, irreverent fun in the tradition of 
Betty Boo, Lily Allen or Daphne And Celeste. 
Ringo P Stacey 



Panic Prevention (Virgin) 

The pollution-smogged voice of one 20-year- 
old from Wimbledon with more nights of 
vomited-on polo shirts and brutish brawls 
down piss-wet alleys than anyone cares to 
remember is, surprisingly, an arrestingly 
soulful one. Like leafing through a boy's 
battered diary, the songs are nicotine-furred 
pages and their rhythms the odd splat of 
pickle from a 3am burger sticking the corners 
together. The brazen, unabashed,backyard 
bile of these tracks shine despite the souped- 
up production; to Jamie's credit, they still 
manage to sound as rough as his stomach 
lining, complete with eyefuls of banter from 
crummy pubs and pavement gangs. From 
the stained yet innocent chords of 'So Lonely 
Was The Ballad' to the laryngitis ribbet of 
'Salvador', these are scruffy, scuffed coughs 
of nonchalant simplicity and, while over- 
sweary in places (detracting from his actual 
lyrical abilities), he's very, very right when he 
says only cunts do wheelies. 
Lauren Strain 



Television Personalities 



Are We Nearly There Yet? 
(Overground) 

Television Personalities main man Dan 
Treacy's story is one of repeatedly snatching 
defeat from the jaws of competency. His 
recent rehabilitation, after heroin addiction 
and incarceration, was cause for celebration 
in the abstract, but the reality of his My 
Dark Places album was rather more prosaic. 
Are We Nearly There Kef? was recorded 
beforehand and it's just as problematic. 
Treacy still writes good songs: 'I Get Scared 
When I Don't Know Where You Are' is simply 
great guitar pop, and the bruised 'You Are 
Loved' is one of his most touching songs, a 
frail piano ballad that's close to Big Star's 
Third. But Treacy really needs to lose the 
sickly, gaseous keyboard presets and 
attempts at weak humour. Recasting 'If 
I Could Write Poetry' as silver-screen disco 
a la Saint Etienne's 'He's On The Phone' 
is a nice idea that's sadly weak when actually 
realised. I love this man and I'm glad he's 
made it back from the precipice, but I'm not 
sure if I want to hear his new music anymore. 
It's too much to hear someone so talented 
insist on perpetual underachievement. 
Jon Dale 




Deerhunter 

Cryptograms (Kranky) 

Yeah Yeah Yeahs are fans of Atlanta's Deerhunter, and have done their 
commendably common thing of letting the band support them and annoy 
the piss out of their audience. Not much in this melee of straight-outta-1 996 
bedroom dronefuzz for yer indie-disco diehard to grab onto here, either. 'Red 
Ink' is a blur of tweaked-out delay pedals and drumless whalecock-teasing 
and is very pretty even if you're not dorky enough to remember when every 
record Kranky put out sounded like that; the Flying Saucer Attack-y, half- 
chewed beats of 'Octet' search out distant vocal mutterings. Cryptograms 
is essentially two separate recording sessions glued together, part two 
being a more structured gambol through MBV/JAMC HQ, which they make 
an equally neat fist of. If, for you, music is there to be slotted into one of 
a number of predetermined functions, Cryptograms isn't what you've been 
waiting for. Deerhunter, you trust, will take that as the thumbs up it is. 
Noel Gardner 



Thirty Pounds Of Bone 



The Homesick Children 
Of Migrant Mothers (Drift) 

Thirty Pounds Of Bone like to dwell on shit. 
Heavy shit. 'When She Goes Up' is a choral 
fanfare of fire and pyromania; the resultant 



flicker into confessional lyrics and Velvet 
Underground violin drones feels like the 
addiction to pharmaceuticals described in 
'The Sorrowful Cry Of The Final Kidney'. 

This is dark as the blackest of physics, an 
endless ebb into nothing. There are Leonard 
Cohen-esque reflections in 'Her Love Song' 
with the poisonous beauty of lines such as 
"/ was born for the Devil's care ", before the 
band romp into a booze-filled jig in 'Drinking 
With McGee'. The songs are interlinked 
via juxtapositions that create a wonderfully 
morbid and equally petrifying narrative. 
Jonathan Falcone 



Tokyo Police Club 



A Lesson In Crime 
(Memphis Industries) 

Amid the flurry of Canadian acts, TPC 
present themselves as a refreshingly 
irreverent mutation. Instead of presenting 
themselves as opera composers in waiting 
(think Arcade Fire), their music fires up 
cheeky off-beats and discord. 

In fairness, the formula is perhaps rigid; 
the scuzzy post-pop that dominates this mini 
album bounces around in noise and bass 
fizz, but as the introduction of 'Shoulder 
And Arms' and the mish-mash of 'Be Good' 
unfurl, the ears really prick up. 'Be Good' 
has the whimsy of The Strokes and The 
Editors lurking within swirling melodies 
and, as the middle-eight throws in a vocal 
style that summons Coyne-like despair, it's 
as though they're bootlegging influences 
they've probably never even heard, and 
surpassing them in the process. 
Jonathan Falcone 



Robopop: The Return 
(Planet Clique/Lucky Pierre) 

If electroclash resurrected the Eighties, 
reviving the electroclash of early Noughties 



seems a bit like a necrophile who just 
won't take " . . . " for an answer. I laugh 
because otherwise I'd cry. While yawning. 
And anyway, excepting those artistes 
who've long since graduated from any 
particular subgenre or trend (The Knife, 
Tiga, Goldfrapp), the vast bulk of those 
featured on this comp are lovingly restoring 
a very specific, very English definition 
of electropop - new wavey amdram 
vocal delivery, lyrics veering mildly from 
tabloid drama to sleaze, melodic ennui 
occasionally mustering high-NRG 
passages, blah blah blah, rhubarb rhubarb 
and etcetera. 

Let me break it down for you: 
Please. Stop. Looking. For. The. Future. 
In. The. Past. 
kicking_k 



What The Folk (Butterfly Recordings) 

Fledgling folksy London label Butterfly -as 
helmed by eminent producer Youth and 
erstwhile Verve man Simon Tong - has set 
forth the following loose manifesto by way 
of defining its nascent stable: the music 
must be largely acoustic; the artists should 
be predominantly English in origin; the work 
should be recorded within the musicians' 
local environment. 

Seeking to forge a sonic conduit 
through "post-folk, psychedelia, electronica, 
blue-grass" and beyond, the imprint's 
objective may be interesting -to nurture 
a homegrown new folk movement - but 
the outcome is, unfortunately, less so: 
the bulk of the songs on this Butterfly 
compendium flit between the Beta Band 
and Beth Orton. 

This is a well-intentioned but 
disappointing undertaking. Folk is more 
than a four-letter word. 
Nicola Meighan 
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Beehoover 

The Sun Behind The 
Dustbin (Exile On 
Mainstream) 

Two of German 
doom stalwarts 
Voodooshock heat the irons and hammer 
out 1 tracks of white-hot stoner grit in 
the full glare of a unrelenting sun. As with 
Om, the stripped minimalism of the set-up 
clears space for maximal compositions, 
broad panoramas that stretch time 
like sunstroke. (LP) 

The Besnard 
Lakes 

The Besnard Lakes 
Are The Dark Horse 
(Jagjaguwar) 

Quebec family whose 
broad embrace surrounds Godspeed!, A 
Silver Mount Zion and The Dears, Besnard 
Lakes play twilit chamber-pop that invokes 
the spirit of Brian Wilson, but remember 
to harness the sandbox ambition of Smile 
along with the tumbling harmonies. 
Like The Shins lit by starlight. (LP) 

Bracken 

We Know About 
The Need (Anticon) 

Further fruitful 
hooking-up between 
Leeds' oblique 
pastoralists Hood and the even more 
oblique Anticon collective, as pasty-voiced 
Hoodman Chris Adams emerges from 
his home studio in a dense cloud of 
daydreams, glitches, clatter and chilly 
dub. Smells like leaf mould, insomnia 
and ironmongers' shops. (AB) 

Michael 
Cashmore 

Sleep England 
(Durto Jnana) 

A first solo album 
from Current 93's 
main composer sounds, unsurprisingly, 
somewhat like that group, but 
instrumental. Calling to mind John 
Fahey in his folk days is no bad thing 
too, and Cashmore does so with gentle, 
haunted feeling. (RF) 

Fat Joe 

Me, Myself, And I 
(Virgin) 

Seven albums deep 
the artist also known 
as Joey Crack retreats 
from the commercial frontline to spit more 
verbal carbohydrates. Always listenable, 
always real, always an OG you need to 
respect, always respectful to memory of Big 
Pun. Rarely exceptional, except for the two 
tracks featuring Lil' Wayne. (RS) 

Flywheel 

What To Look For 
In Summer 
(KarmicHit) 

For fans of the 
Australian mellow, 
these Cannanes cronies interlock guitars, 
add some brass and gleam like polished 
silver. I'd like to know why, after hearing 
'Electricity' yesterday morning, my pants 
inexplicably filled with static, but I guess 
I'll save that for another time. (SM) 








Bfc I Flying Lotus 

Pf '■ . 'I 1983 

^il (Plug Research) 

"■■ ,, I The great nephew 
r IMP of John and Alice 

^^^^^^^^ Coltrane eschews 
saxophone and harp for keyboard and 
sampler. At its best, it's an infectiously 
bubbly rummage through Mouse On Mars' 
playpen, but lengthy passages of sub-Ninja 
Tune downtempo serves to pop a note on 
the bedroom door: 'Stoners only'. (LP) 

Four Day 
Hombre 

Fight Death 
(Alamo Music) 

There must be few 
things more dreary 
than watching Embrace play every night, 
yet Leeds' pluckiest fan-financed fivesome 
responded to their support slot with this 
quickie mini-album. Despite the familiar 
Coldplay/Doves emoting, it fizzles with 
a vigour unknown to the headliners. (AB) 

Rose Kemp 

A Handful Of 
Hurricanes 
(One Little Indian) 

Would you care for 
a treacle-voiced British 
torturess intermittently forging monstrously 
powerful walls of sound reminiscent of 
The Smashing Pumpkins or Scout Niblett 
complete with some faux-Albini produced 
Shellac/Todd Trainer drumming sounds, 
while crooning about fear and violence? 
Yes please, sir. (TH) 

Library Tapes 

Feelings For 
Something Lost 
(Resonant) 

Swedish duo Library 
Tapes travel to the 
dusky side of the moon on their second 
album with 1 2 sparse tracks comprised 
of icy piano melodies, decaying shortwave 
ambience and the love you felt when 
you kissed Rachel's for the very first 
time. Feelings for Something Lost, 
indeed. Brrr. (JH) 

Littl Shyning 
Man 

Mockery 
(Sonic360) 

Chris Haworth's 
second outing named 
for the radioactive god-figure at the heart 
of post-nuclear novel Riddley Walker 
weaves suitably disoriented meanders 
through skittering environmental 
electronica, creating hallucinatory post-folk 
instrumental to stockpile for after the 
collapse of the modern world. (RF) 

TZmmbMi The Mules 
Save Your Face 
(Organ Grinder) 

Oxford chaps rip 
off anything, so long 
as it's up-tempo. 
Let's have a bit of: rockabilly sneer, 
musical hall piano, Klezmer violin, hillbilly 
country and Talking Heads jerkiness. But 
what comes out of the cauldron, while 
sometimes amusing, is often too wacky 
to love. (LP) 









Peace Burial 
At Sea 

Peace Burial At Sea 
(Ghostwritten) 

Newcastle lads 
make experimental 
pop heavy with the febrile-voiced 
dissatisfaction of The Auteurs, the 
lengthy, dark-browed extractions of 
Six By Seven, and a sharp silicone edge. 
Once wrote a song called 'Goblin 
Pornography', but I feel it's worth 
a mention regardless. (LP) 

The Redneck 
Manifesto 

I Am Brazil 
(Trust Me I'm 
A Thief) 

Most people went 
off post-rock when they realised it was 
Nineties Prog, right? Not these guys. 
Twinkling guitars and sprightly drums 
navigate tricksy time signatures 
in a nimble display of restrained 
virtuosity where melody rules over 
power. Basically a new Tortoise album. 
(DS) 

Rose Rovine 
e Amanti 

Rituale Romanum 
(Cold Spring) 

Rocksteady Italian 
types sing Roman 
choruses to gladiatorial drums. Sombre 
words form haunted hymns of fallen 
choirboys turned lucifer's accomplices. 
Members of Josef K feature, Macbeth 
and Van Gogh are alluded to. It works, 
eerily. (HG) 

Various 

Jukebox Buddha 
(Staubgold) 

Three years ago: 
Chinese duo FM3 
use battery-powered 
meditation aid the Buddha Machine 
to make freaky drone efforts. One 
year ago: said drones are handed 
over to the 'worldwide experimental 
community'(SunnO))), Sun City Girls 
and Blixa Bargeld among them) to 
do with as they will. Today: results 
low-key but often spectral, reports 
scribe. (NG) 

Vialka/ 
Kruzenshtern 
I Parohod 

Split (Auris Media) 

You might know 
■''■''■ Vialka, whirling 
dervish traveller punks who jig around 
the midpoint between A Hawk And 
A Hacksaw's improv-folk and hectic 
Load Records power-spazz. If so, 
you will already love them, and you 
need to hear their friends, speed- 
klezmer quartet Kruzenshtern I Parohod, 
post-haste. (LP) 



Brief notes: Abi Bliss, 
Richard Fontenoy, Noel Gardner, 
Hannah Gregory, Joris 
Heemskerk, Tom Howard, 
Shane Moritz, Louis Pattison, 
Daniel Spicer 





The View 



Hats Off To The Buskers (1 965) 

Welcome to the great pub rock revival ! Ever 
since The Libertines embraced Chas'n'Dave 
it's been threatening to break out. And I do 
mean that in a good way. 

I don't really care if Dundee's The View 
will be This Year's Big Thing. What I do care 
about is the fact that they're the first British 
band since - 1 don't know, The Rockingbirds 
maybe? -who manage to capture the 
humour of Kilburn And The High Roads, the 
last orders musical carelessness of Brinsley 
Schwartz and - especially in the beautiful 
'Claudia' -the songwriting talents of early 
Squeeze. They even dabble in the classic 
Canvey Island behaviour of occasionally 
going all ska on us and was there ever 
a more pure pub rock album title than Hats 
Off To The Buskers! Having said this, 'Same 
Jeans' is still a very, very annoying little ditty. 
Andres Lokko 



Volcano The Bear 



Egg And Two Books (Vivo) 

Here's an opportunity to get to grips with 
the exhilarating balancing act of a Volcano 
The Bear show - a precarious combination 
of high seriousness and vaudeville humour. 
This hour-long set, peppered with audience 
chuckles, comes on like a Ridley Walker 
cabaret act trying to piece together the 
history of music with just a couple of charred 
magazines and a warped C90 to go on. 
Themes slide in and out of focus - death- 
bed ditties, Weimar stomps, bagpipe-in-the- 
fog marches, scraping Aboriginal skronk 
and bliss-folk laments - rising up from 
a bed of free-form chaos, taking hold of 
the consciousness for a few short moments 
before dissolving away again into infinite 
possibility. It's an unpredictable and 
disorientating adventure, somehow sad 
andfunny at the same time. 
Daniel Spicer 



Geoff White 



Nevertheless (Background 49) 

Geoff White was the brains behind Aeroc's 
Viscous Solid, an album that generated 
some of the best sounds of 2004 from 
a couple of guitar strums and some clever re- 
sampling. This outing doesn't score so highly 
on the ingenuity scale, and is more about 
doing good things to a dancefloor with dub 
techno. It's mixed seamlessly from start to 
finish, taking you from the side-swiping cuts 
of 'Duck and Cover' to the head nodding 
swagger of 'Otto' in one smooth dose. 
Sadly, it does get a bit too neat in places. 
Ralph Cowling 



Corbi Wright 



All The Little Ways 
(Abaton Book Company) 

Everything shimmers. Piano (be it a 1 926 
Knabe grand or a 2006 Fender Rhodes), 
voice, overriding belief in love, pregnant 
pauses, playful chord progressions, or 
ragtime melodies. Everything lingers. 
Piano (be it stroked sinuously or thumped 
lovingly), voice, songs entitled 'I Like 
To Wake My Baby With A Smile', still 
imprecations, Karen Carpenter-style lilting, 
or slowed-down boogie-woogie. San 
Francisco-bred Wright sings sometimes 
like a mellow Kate Bush or enchanting 
Swede Frida Hyvonen, but has a poise 
and charm all her own. 
Siobhan Marshall 
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Chavez 



Better Days Will Haunt You (Matador) 

Most unsung band on Matador this side o' 
Unwound, Chavez rocked like the biggest 
gays, glammed like T Rex, threw down 
cubist/angular riffola like someone slipped 
dexys into the '95 Louisville scene's water 
supply, sung about pentagrams and laugh- 
tracks and breaking up your band and 
started their albums with verite fireworks 
displays. In the mid-Nineties they were 
seemingly the only band to match Shudder 
To Think in terms of sheer rockbastard 
power, twisted pop sense and flagrant 
fagginess in the vocals. This retrospective 
reminds me that I wasn't always wrong 
back then - and while it just makes me dig 
out my vinyl of Gone Glimmering and Ride 
The Fader{the two albums much of Better 
Days\s culled from), you neophytes have 
no excuse but to get this and press it hard 
into the life of anyone you know young 
and dumb enough to need it. 
Neil Kulkarni 



the true report (reissues) 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Nayomi Ryder 



Holger Czukay 



Canaxis/Radio Wave Surfer/Good 
Morning Story/Linear City (InsideOut) 

Holger Czukay - bassist, tape manipulator 
and shortwave radio modulator - is 
a moustachioed wizard of sound, without 
whom Can would have been a mildly 
interesting jam band with a fucking great 
drummer (which is exactly what they 
were after he left). Czukay's relationship 
with Can is one characterised by its co- 
dependence. One of his few solo albums 
not to feature any contributions from Can 
members, 1969's Canaxis is undoubtedly 
notable for the pioneering methodology 
employed in its making - Czukay and 
collaborator Rolf Dammers essentially 
inventing the art of sampling - but, despite 
moments of loveliness, it's a fairly laborious 
listen, its source materials stretched almost 
to breaking point. 

Czukay needed Can as much as they 
needed him, and this becomes apparent 
when one considers how often the crafty 
old master has Can-nibalized his past. 
Radio Wave Surfer{l 989) features Can 
drummer Jaki Liebezeit and guitarist Michael 
Karoli, and gestures heavily towards Soon 
OverBabaluma's perforated funk even as 
Sheldon Ancel spoils the party with his 
irritatingly dry vocals. 

Good Morning Story ( 1 99 1 ) sou nds 
like something of a creative renaissance, 
being a consistently intriguing collection of 
electronic pulses and semi-songs. Tellingly 
though, Liebezeit and Karoli are still lurking 
in the background, and the title track and 
'Dancing In Circles' both utilise samples 
of 'Vitamin C. And while the awesome, 
shimmering techno-pop of 2001 's Linear 
C/fywas constructed with the aid of 
a number of internet collaborators, 
its persistent, cyclical rhythms are 
unmistakeably Can-like. 

Ultimately, Czukay's revisiting of his 
past is easy to forgive. With a legacy as rich 
with potential as Can's, who wouldn't want 
to tease out every last drop, exploit every 
possible avenue? And I'd much rather this 
task lay in the hands of Czukay, who treats 
the material with the love and affection 
it undeniably deserves - though not so 
reverentially that he won't give its bum 
a cheeky pinch now and then. 
Joe Stannard 




urns reissues 



A bluesy voice 
choked with 
emotion and 
yearning, dark 
and brooding, 
as rich as 
autumnal rain 



Let's begin with my favourite reissue 
of 2006. 

Karen Dalton. How the hell have 
I managed to avoid such beauty? 
Now, it seems she's everywhere; 
and rightly so. Shows up as muse to 
Joanna Newsom, Bob Dylan, Nick 
Cave, Devendra Banhart. Part-Irish, 
part-Cherokee with a bluesy voice 
choked with emotion and yearning, 
dark and brooding, as rich as 
autumnal rain presaging the first 
chill of winter, with an intonation 
that causes you to choke back tears 
in your throat, helpless, hopeless, 
labyrinthine, so deep and painful, 
so complex and bittersweet. Her 
history is becoming known: how she 
showed up in early Sixties Greenwich 
Village, aged 22, with a five-year-old 
daughter and a 1 2-string and a 
welter of emotional problems. How 
she collaborated with Fred 'Dolphins' 
Neil and Tim Hardin. How she made 
just two albums -the minimal, jazzy 
It's So Hard To Tell Who's Going 
To Love You The Best, and this 
sumptuous new Light In The Attic 
reissue featuring sleevenotes from 
Patti Smith guitarist Lenny Kaye, Nick 
Cave and Devendra Banhart, 1 971 's 
In My Own Time (the first time it's 
been available on CD). 

From the opening couple of bars, 
I was spellbound, emotions fired by 
sensations that I long had resigned 
to the veil of experience. Loud, but 
she never shouts. Subtle, but she 
was never flighty. She's haunting 
and mysterious and rewarding and 
wonderful. " Karen was tall, willowy, 
had straight black hair, was long- 
waisted and slender, what we all 
wanted to look like," Kaye writes. 



"[She had] the jazz of Billie Holiday, 
the immersion of Nina Simone, the 
Appalachian keen of Jean Ritchie. . . " 
Or, as our own Frances Morgan 
wrote last year, "[Her voice] will 
break your heart, and then mend 
it again by morning." 

Highlights are way too numerous 
to pick, but the aching, biographical 
'Katie Cruel' and brace of soul covers 
('How Sweet It Is', 'When A Man 
Loves A Woman') are stunning. If 
Chan Marshall possessed a voice like 
this, she'd have the world at her feet. 

Before Belleville Rendezvous, 
before Ella Fitzgerald... before The 
Andrews Sisters, even, there were 
The Boswell Sisters, impeccably 
polite and swinging, middle class 
with a New Orleans upbringing that 
did their rhythms proud, and some 
immaculate close harmony singing 
(both Ella and the Andrews idolised 
them). Between 1930 and 1936, 
they ruled the American pop scene, 
performing alongside Cab Calloway 
and Artie Shaw. Nothing Was 
Sweeter (el) is a cornucopia of subtle 
delight, 25 mischievous, meandering 
paeans to romance and the better 
life, flitting between jazz, music hall 
and theatrical standards ('Mood 
Indigo', 'Coffee In The Morning') 
with flair and considerable panache. 
Line this up next to The Chordettes, 
and hum your way into vocal heaven. 

"I hate people who don't like 
The Beatles and The Prisoner," stated 
Edward Ball in 1996, neatly summing 
up his twin formative influences. 
"After the bible, they're the most 
perfect stories." Following on from 
a plethora of cheeky, post-punk DIY 
bands in the late Seventies (Television 



Personalities, The O-Levels, Teenage 
Filmstars, etc), Ball formed the 
Sixties-driven The Times and 
put out several Swinging London- 
obsessed albums, including two in 
1 983: the Kinks-ian I Helped Patrick 
McGoohan Escape and the charming 
This Is London (both Artpop !). 
Imagine Arctic Monkeys given a less 
surly image (and from down South), 
or Paul Weller if he could sing. 

The Transmitters were scary 
even for their times (1 978-9): their 
music was full of dark mutterings 
and moping, jazz-inflected rhythms 
that had few peers, perhaps This 
Heat and GI*xo Babies and some of 
Manchester's more morbid leanings. 
Fractured, taut, rebellious, paranoid, 
but with too dissolute an image to 
connect with the trend-conscious 
London crowds, I Fear No-One... 
(ElsewhenA/oiceprint) collects 
together the early singles, outtakes 
and Peel Session and sounds even 
more disturbing through the 
distorted vacuum of time - great, but 
maybe hold on for the next volume 
('81 -'82) when The Transmitters 
were incredible, the live equivalent 
to The Birthday Party and Blurt. 
www.myspace.com/transmittersz 

To finish, a brace from the ever 
reliable Rev-Ola label (run by former 
TVPs man Joe Foster) - the totally 
rocking collection of jump blues, jive, 
swing and shout from Louis Jordan 
discovery, Annisteen Allen, 
Fujiyama Mama, and Allen's Forties 
swing/R&B bandleader Lucky 
Millinder 's slightly more refined 
(and you /enow we like it down and 
dirty!) Let It Roll Again. Ow. 

Swing those wiggy sidies. 
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earth beat 

Words: Jon Dale 
Illustration: Adrian Fleet 

Boredoms 

Super Roots/Super Roots 3/Super Roots 5 
(Very Friendly) 

With the Super Roots series, the Boredoms 
kamikaze their catalogue: each disc dive- 
bombs ideas onto 500 RPM plastic with, 
at first, minimum grace and maximum 
flippancy. Though Yamataka Eye and 
Yoshimi's poleaxing group often are tagged 
as experimentalist primitives, especially now 
they've left behind the wacky humour of 
records like Chocolate Synthesizer, they're 
closer to conceptual artists than musiciansper 
se, with the entirety of their self-aware career 
rife with in-jokes, cross-catalogue references 
and borderline-overblown theorising. 
But when their albums work - most 
significantly, around the turn of this decade, 
with Super ae and Vision Creation Newsun 
-the Boredoms take rock's initial promise 
seriously and elevate the form, creating 
endless plateaus of sun-shot post-Kraut 
hypnotism. At times like these, a circle of light 
descends upon the flexible line-up as they 
push their music far beyond any retrograde 
notions of the 'tribal' (groups always cop this 
when they have more than two drummers). 
Very Friendly's reissues of three of the Super 
Roots series track the group's mid-Nineties 
development, seeing them move away from 
their earlier post-Butthole Surfers clown punk 



Eye lets out a gut-rending howl of "GO!" and 
the group descend into a never-ending workout 



to create some of the more remarkable Ur- 
sound of that decade. 

The first Super Roots, from 1993, hosts 
plenty of ideas, but not all of them are good. 
It's 'classic' early Boredoms, with Eye's short 
attention span driving his ever-firing synapses 
as though they can't bare to rest for one 
millisecond. Some of the strung-out vocalising 
is enjoyable, particularly on 'Machine 3', with 
the entire group yodelling "Machine" as if 
they were about to be crushed between its 
cogs, but the scatological humour is less 
endearing. 'USED CD', the amp-buzz/piss-and- 
burp duet that closes the set, analogises the 
excrement of various bodily and creative 
processes, but it's hardly thrilling listening. 

However, even at these most 'unhinged' 
moments, the Boredoms essay a very 
controlled kind of chaos. 1994's Super 
Roots 3 is monolithic and monotonous- 
one supercharging drum thud and sublimely 
dull riff pounded into the ground for 30 
minutes. The riff shifts its pedal note every 
few minutes, but the grind is interminable, 
and the piece (entitled 'Hard Trance Anarchy 
Way (Karaoke Of Cosmos)') is topped and 
tailed by one lone howl from Eye's grizzled 
voice box. It's a fantastic idea that falls down 
in its execution, though there's something in 
the methamphetamine motor-engine energy 
that's queerly compelling. The stamina is 



impressive, but to what end? Concept of this 
disc: though the piece runs just over half an 
hour, the track plays out several minutes of 
silence so the disc index clocks in at 33:33. 

Super Roots 3 \s still a good listen, though 
again it works better as process than listening 
experience. No such fear for 1 995's Si/per 
Roots 5, one of the secret pinnacles of the 
Boredoms' career thus far. Eye called it 
'hardcore New Age', and he's on to something 
-the lone 65-minute performance opens with 
several minutes of mumbled humming and 
guitar clang before Eye lets out a gut-rending 
howl of "GO!" and the group descend into 
a clanging, never-ending workout for massed 
electronics, guitar drones, drums and crashing 
cymbals. Apparently, the piece was recorded 
in complete darkness with group members' 
eyes firmly closed, and it certainly sounds 
like the result of a potent group-mind. 
The piece ebbs and flows, sometimes dying 
away before Eye corrals the gang with another 
scream. Soon the Boredoms would specialise 
in this kind of circular structure, but in any 
case there was already plenty of (perhaps 
unintentional) intertextuality going on here 
- didn't Eye end the first-ever Boredoms 
EP, Anal By Anal, with the same scream of 
"GO!"? That directive neatly encapsulates 
the Boredoms' unique drive with one throaty, 
perfectly placed syllable. 



John Fahey 



Sea Changes And Coelacanths: 

A Young Person's Guide To John Fahey 

(Table of the Elements) 

American Primitive guitarist John Fahey 
spent the final half-decade of his life 
reconciling his idiosyncratic take on 
protean blues and folk with his fondness 



for aggressively dissonant noise destruction. 
Fahey scholars bemoaned his railroad charge 
down the avant train-track, but anyone 
with ears instinctively realised Fahey was 
not-so-quietly redrawing the parameters 
of solo guitar. 

Sea Changes And Coelacanths compiles 
the mid-Nineties recordings Fahey made for 



Table Of The Elements. The first disc features 
1 997's Womblife, which crosses tape 
fuckery with gamelan strikes and strung- 
out guitar that further suggest Fahey's 
relationship with 'the source' was always 
complicated and irreverent. The concert 
recording on disc two drapes hollow- 
earth digital reverb around Fahey's slowly 



evolving versions of standards like 'House 
Of The Rising Sun'; these are lovely, but 
not mind-blowing. 

Four 1 997 live renditions of 'Hard 
Time Empty Bottle Blues' are the pinnacle: 
desolate, yet full of grace and empathy, 
these miniatures still the air. 
Jon Dale 
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Nick Game-Hamilton 



The Lost Songs Of Nick Garrie- 
Hamilton (Rev-Ola) 

1 968: an unnatural Dylanophile crosses 
Europe, guitar in tow. He writes a few pretty 
songs across creased pillowcases, the fresh 
morning light streaking sunrays across his 
love's fair hair. He leaves the bed still warm, 
chasing further climbs, a hit single. He finds 
this, but only in the form of bland words and 
half-hearted plucking. So it is that the best of 
this collection, which spans nearly 40 years 
of the songwriter's career, is over by the first 
demos' fade-out, from where it's a case of 
more production gloss to plaster up the 
wrinkles as the years go on. This said, 'I'm 
On Your Side' is like a mother's cuddle, and 
'Freda M Garrie' (his actual dedication to his 
mother) plays as blissfully as clouds pegged 
in the sky. All together now: "Aaah". 
Hannah Gregory 



Henry Cow 



Concerts (ReR) 

There was something extraordinary about 
Henry Cow in the Seventies, and thankfully 
there still is. Any group who could mash 
together intellectualism, improv skronk and 
all-out psychedelic weirdness without falling 
into the trap of ponciness and triple-gatefold 
tedium, then rerelease a remastered set 
of live recordings which still sounds both 
fantastic and relevant were obviously not 
just a one-off oddity. Timeless rather than 
dated, this is what prog was supposed 
to sound like. Dagmar Krause's voice is 
operatically alien, and the ensemble play 
difficult music in a generally accessible way - 
and without compromising either. This is no 
mean feat, and one which makes Concerts 
an album to savour. The band succeed in 
both rocking out, avant-style, and diving off 
into the deep end of jazz-influenced noodling 
with a singleminded urgency which would 
do both Magma and Sun Ra proud. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Richard James 



The Seven Sleepers Den (My Kung Fu) 

The second strike of the Gorkys' fall out gets 
a reissue on vinyl. The name: an extract from 
a John Donne poem - metaphysical musings 
galore. The sound: hyper-chilled acoustic 
profundities abound; some in Welsh, some 
in English, some with no words at all. This 
is a less schizophrenic effort than Mynci 
compadre Euros Childs. Two phenomenally 
creative individual forces have been 
unravelled on GZM's hiatus; but James 
has the edge, thanks, perhaps, to his greater 
patience. Apart from slide-guitar stomp 
'Wanna See You Die', he slips effortlessly 
from one perfect noise to another. This 
is ideal log-fire/loved one/bottle of wine 
comfort fodder; lapping over you as it does 
like a soft, warm blanket. 
Tom Howard 



The Only Ones 



Another Girl, Another Planet 
(SonyBMG) 

The Only Ones' space-travelling, excellent 
post-Heartbreakers single 'Another Girl, 
Another Planet' soundtracked my A-Levels. 
The year must've been 1 978, 1 was alienated 
by most trad rock, but somehow Peter 
Perrett's nicotine-stained voice cut through 
my reserves - The Only Ones showed 
considerable restraint anyhow. Plus they had 
some seriously wonderful melodies - 'Lovers 



Of Today', 'Peter And The Pets', the 
unashamed torch song 'Out There In The 
Night'. Unfairly lumped in with punk because 
theyformed in 76, really they were all about 
the leopard-skin and the rock'n'roll cliches, 
but hell, that never stopped me loving Nikki 
Sudden. They split in 1 980 - 1 saw their final 
London show (I was there for the support, 
Martha And The Muffins) and I thought they 
stunk, so many fucking heavy metal guitar 
solos! You should hear the abovementioned 
songs if you haven't done so already. 
Everett True 



Erik Satie 



Vexations/Dada Works & Entr'Actes 
(LTM) 

The Dada Works are hilarious, 'Musique 
De La Rose' is some of the most beautiful 
piano music Satie ever wrote, and 'Socrate' 
is a revelation - a piece for voices and 
an orchestra that somehow manages to 
sidestep all bombast and hysteria and 
emerge as a pulsating human document. 
It's 'Vexations' that possesses you though 
- a piece written in 1 893 consisting of just 
three lines with the instruction 'repeat 840 
times'. On this recording Alan Marks makes 
do with 40 reps over 70 minutes but it's 
so engrossingly mindbending an hour's 
diversion you wonder if full exposure to 
Satie's work might end in madness. Cage, 
and pretty much the entire history of avant- 
garde music in the 20th Century owes it 
a huge debt: crucially, it's still a mesmerising, 
bewildering listening experience. In a new 
century anxious to moor itself in the safe 
environs of the recent past, the 1 1 4-yr old 
'Vexations' seems so frighteningly ahead of 
it's time it's like finding a medieval laptop. 
Neil Kulkarni 



To Rococo Rot 



Taken From Vinyl (Staubgold) 

Most writing on German electronica reduces 
everything to simplistic binaries: the stern 
interfaces of Oval versus the Toytown 
playtime of Mouse On Mars. But To Rococo 
Rot always straddled that divide with ease: 
their music is reserved and cool, but the trio 
of Robert and Ronald Lippok and Stefan 
Schneider understands the dynamics of pop, 
keying into becalmed, hypnotic melodies. 
Selecting B-sides and limited singles, Taken 
From Vinyl 'spans the group's career, though 
the set is weighted toward 1 997 and 1 998, 
when they released their finest albums, 
Veiculo and The Amateur View. The gentle 
pulsations of 'Mit Dir in der Gegend' and 
'Days Between Stations', from 1 997's 'Paris 
25' EP, are so humble and unassuming they 
come close to the greyscale techno of Berlin's 
Chain Reaction label; later recordings like 
'Telema' offer an alternate imagining of 
micro-pop, harnessing repetitive, cheek- 
popping percussion, melancholy bass motifs 
and a frosted icing of electronics. 
Jon Dale 



UFOMammut 



Lucifer Songs (Supernatural Cat) 

There's something in the water in Italy - 
whatever its crimes in popular music, there 
are enough freaked-out and insane rock 
bands there these days to run several power 
stations. UFOMammut's latest is a good 
example - sludge and feedback abuse 
sounding all-enveloping and crushing in 
a way the likes of Bardo Pond and Justin 
Broadrick would appreciate (and probably 




Various 

Messthetics #1 01 /Messthetics #1 02 (www.hyped2death.com) 

Independent is such an overused term; as is underground. 

Track 16 on the unmatchable Messthetics #1 02 -the second of two 
collections of DiY and (very) indie post-punk from London 78-'81 - features 
Auntie Pus. Expelled from Kings College, Wimbledon, he failed to win the 
1 977 Melody Maker folk contest because the judges were laughing too hard. 
Mostly noted for his larcenous bent, his song 'Marmalade Freak' out Syd- 
BarrettsSyd Barrett. 

Track 1 8, Turn The Clock Back' by Basingstoke's monochromatic Walking 
Floors, was an account of singer Malcolm's life in the civil service - it appeared 
on the 1 981 We Couldn't Agree On A Title comp that attained considerable 
Peel play. Drummer Mike went on to write a Captain Beefheart biography. 

Track 2 is 'Sing Song' from the much sought-after Cups & Saucers EP by 
minimalist punky art students Tea Set- the band attended the same Watford 
art college as Wire, dressed up as members of the Mad Hatter's Tea Party and 
spray-painted 'Welcome Home Tea Set' on a bridge just outside Watford. 

Track 2 1 , 'Don't Say Yes' by Dad - a bunch of 1 2 and 1 3-year-old Sixties 
garage-loving freaks -was originally released, cassette only, in 1980. 

Flip to Messthetics #1 01 , and the wonders keep coming. In particular, 
there's the abrasion of bands from the Hornsey/North London DIY scene - the 
circular jazz-punk of Take It ('Armchairs') who featured a future member of 
Primal Scream; the Mark P-championed The Door And The Window, whose 
cover of 'Part Time Punks' is even more rudimentary than the TVPs' version; 
the crushworthy keyboard-led 1 2 Cubic Feet, whose female singer Fred once 
moonlighted at the same screenprinters as The Legend ! ; Exhibit A, DiY 
entrepreneur and publisher Paul Platypus' previous band as a cheerily 
grizzled 1 6-year-old. The Acid Drops were working class kids from Bromley's 
'suburban housing estates', The Homosexuals liked to drench their sound in 
acts of mixing console desk violence, The Funboy Five featured a former Vice 
Cream and Anal Surgeon (and Sounds cassette critic). . . 

It's rare that I agree with Byron Coley, but sure. This really is some of the 
greatest music that never was. 
Everett True 









do). Vocals are buried scream/shouts that 
sound appropriately agonized, there's as 
muchhit-straight-to-the-heart-and-head 
chunky doom riffs as there is total noise. 
Huge booming percussion towards the end 
adds to the apocalyptic march-of-doom 
feeling, alongside the samples from various 
sources about the evils of rock music. 
Ned Raggett 



D-l-Y: The Rise of The Independent 
Music Industry After Punk 
(Soul Jazz) 

Another exemplary compilation from Soul 
Jazz, designed to have you weeping with 
nostalgia for a past you never knew. D-l-Y 
charts the halcyon days of the independent 
music industry in the UK from the late 
Seventies to the mid-Eighties. The eternal 
blood rush of 'Boredom', from Buzzcocks' 
Spiral Scratch, jumpstarts a journey through 
a countrywide network of labels, distributors, 
studios, bands and record shops. It was the 
punk ideal made manifest, as every city 
and town spawned its own music scene. 
Some names survived, some only received 
recognition years after they were thought 
lost. Here we find the jagged guitar of 
Edinburgh's Fire Engines, the Earth, Wind 
And Fire down the housing estate grooves 
of Bristol's GI*xo Babies and the slap-bass 
funk of Aberdeen's APB as well as early 
incarnations of Scritti Politti and a young 
Mick Hucknall with the wishful thinking 
of Frantic Elevators' 'Every Day I Die'. 
Euan Andrews 



Forever Changing: The Golden Age Of 
Elektra Records, 1963-1973 (Elektra) 

For most of the Sixties and early Seventies, 
Elektra's artists and staff were understated 
mavericks, releasing a steady stream of 



records from individualist talents while 
offering product that was gently stylised; 
in essence, the beginnings of 'alternative' 
as marketing criterion and aesthetic 
framework. Forever Changing looks back 
at the label's most potent era, and though 
there are misfires - Farquahr, Bread, 
Bamboo, and too much Judy Collins - 
selections from Nico, Incredible String Band, 
David Ackles and Tim Buckley attest to the 
label's range and importance. Interesting, 
too, to observe several threads running 
through the label's history -the unstated 
duel between Love and The Doors, and the 
double-pronged Detroit attack of MC5 and 
The Stooges. It trails off toward the end, but 
for a good portion of these five discs, the 
Elektra stable is largely unassailable. 
Jon Dale 



Live At The Roxy, London/Live At 
CBGB Theatre, New York (Pinkflag) 

The first two shows on this double-CD set 
were recorded at the brief 'home of punk' on 
1 -2 April 1 977, and capture the emerging 
Wire at an early peak, five months before the 
startling debut album Pink Flag. The set lists 
tell the story- 1 7 songs a night, all veering 
from under a minute to barely over two: 
angular punctuation points, crammed 
full with smart, sardonic lyrics and Colin 
Newman's abrasive voice. As Soho Weekly 
put it, "the shorthand of the future"; 
Wire were electrifying in their succinctness, 
almost brutal in their focus. The third show 
is even more enlightening - the first US visit, 
1 8 July 1 978, shortly before the release 
of Chairs Missing- nuggets of spiteful 
pop magic as best typified by the superb, 
churning 'I Am The Fly'. I'm not the sort to 
give star ratings but if I was this would have 
a five out of five effortlessly. 
Everett True 
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Words: Miss AMP 

Illustration: Kai Wong for Quality Portraits 



Could Courtney Love's 'diaries' be the laziest book ever published? Miss AMP mourns the 
downward trajectory of an a I most-feminist almost-icon 



IMAGINE THIS: You're dressed in a Sixties velvet 
minidress, navy blue and soft soft soft, with that 
little snap beneath the fingers that velvet has. 
There's a patch near the hem rubbed smooth 
and shiny and you slide your index finger back and 
forth across it. You like the feel of the dress against 
your face sometimes, touching the pile against 
your cheek to feel the softness; inhaling the faint 
mustiness of the second-hand store. 

You're looking at a picture of a singer in 
a weekly music magazine. She's wearing a similar 
kind of babydoll dress to you and you're thinking 
how the tangles of her hair might maybe smell 
of chemicals; of the sting of bleach and the hiss 
of lacquer in a long gold can. You're looking at 
her lipstick and picturing her putting it on, her hand 
zooming round and round her mouth like a go-kart 
wheeling round a track. And on the record player 
her voice is grinding and rasping around a song 
called 'Teenage Whore' about a girl fighting with 
her mother, which you can certainly relate to. 
And then your mother bangs on the door and you 
turn it up and roll onto your back and look at your 
fingers and wonder how long it will take before 
the tips turn flat and hard and you can play your 
guitar as rough and fast and mean as the girl in 
the photo does. 

AND NOW A BAZILLION YEARS LATER: doll 
parts: tractor-tyre lips; ruptured implants; repeated 
rhinoplasty; bad drugs; Steve Coogan; oh my! This 
was not what you once had in mind for your rabid 
heroine; not at all. 

FOXCORE: stupid name (cheers Thurston !), but 
for a few brief moments between 1 989 (when 
Babes In Toyland first relased Spanking Machine) 
and 1 993 (when they headlined Lollopalooza) 
nobody ever had to ask that hackneyed old chestnut 
re: the whereabouts of angry young women in rock, 
because they were fucking everywhere. 'Foxcore' 
described a form of hardcore music made by bands 
which were all or mainly female: despite the 'fox' 
tag, it wasn't pretty in the least, not even on the 
inside. It was waves of Sonic Youth-style howling 
guitars; it was psychotic rhythms like trains clattering 
down abandoned tracks; and, most of all, it was 
female vocals that were all bellowing belting roaring 
whispering crooning breathing howling rasping 
gutteral wow. 

It wasn't about the toes-turned-in juvenility 
of the Riot Grrrl look: this was some kind of woman 
thing that you weren't even old enough to really 
understand yet, save on some base, instinctual 
level; something to do with rage and betrayal 
and friendship and disgust and bitterness and 
possessiveness and abandonment and self-loathing 
and botched abortions and fingerbanging and mad 
sex and all the rotten things that people do to each 
other even when they're trying to be nice. And the 
bands, well, they were called things like the Nymphs 
and Dickless and Calamity Jane and L7 and Babes 
In Toyland, and then, of course, there was Hole. 



"Now that I've been through FEMALE CASTRATION 
from marrying a ROCKSTAR, I want a bass player in 
my band, a REVOLUTIONARY, inspired by those hot 
DC bitches, someone who can play OK, and stand in 
front of 30, 000 people, take off her shirt and have 
FUCK YOU written on her tits. If you're not afraid 
of me, and you're not afraid to FUCKING SAY IT, 
send a letter. NO MORE PUSSIES, NO MORE FAKE 
GIRLS, I WANT A WHORE FROM HELL that loves 
the PIXIES and the GERMS. " 
- From Pretty On The Inside, a fanzine made by 
Courtney in Spring 1992 

It's hard to remember back to ripped tea-dresses 
and green vinyl and no internet and weekly music 
magazines that mattered and Courtney Love not 
being an international joke, but that doesn't mean 
it didn't happen. For a brief while, Courtney Love 
existed without reference to Kurt Cobain. With the 
1 991 release of Pretty On The Inside, Hole's critically 
acclaimed (at least in the UK) debut, a record that 
howls with righteous, incendiary anger, Courtney 
Love appeared to be a furious, formidable, politically 
aware artist. She existed with reference to Bikini Kill, 
and Nation Of Ulysses seven-inches, and Euripides, 
and analyses of female rage vs stereotypes of 



talent, creativity and actual hard graft. Somewhere 
along the line, these last three were severed. 
You can see it here: this is perhaps the laziest 
book ever published. 

Dirty Blonde: The Diaries Of Courtney Love - 
a huge, hardbacked, glossy beast of a publication 

- is little more than the literary equivalent of the 
moment the Basket Case dumps the contents of 
her bag on the couch in front of the Jock and the 
Brain in The Breakfast Club. There are jottings and 
detritus: drafts of letters; photos of Courtney with 
Drew and Elton and Donatella and Hillary; emails 
to and from Lindsay Lohan; lists of 'Celebrity Callers 
Of The Day'; shopping lists, to-do lists; crappy 
doodles; poems written when Courtney was nine. 
The arrogance is staggering. Does she really think 
we care about her this much? The marginalia of 
artists is only interesting as it pertains to their work, 
and Courtney simply hasn't done enough work 

- let alone good work - to justify a collection of 
this size. Most enjoyable is her collection of scraps 
from the Pretty On The Inside/Live Through This 
era -flyers that showcase the cut'n'paste design 
aesthetics of the day, the swirly handwriting 
favoured by Hole and Babes In Toyland; the 
angel/whore third-wave feminist diatribes, the 



Does she really think we care about 
her this much? 



hysteria. She seemed to be living an ongoing 
deconstruction of the beauty myth, talking openly 
about her varying experiences of being different 
weights, and of the responses to her appearance 
once she'd had a nose job. (" It's bad that I have 
to do this [bleach her hair/look good] to get my 
anger accepted," she told Simon Reynolds in 1992, 
" But then I'm part of an evolutionary process. I'm 
not the fully evolved end. ") And she was a musician, 
not just a mouthpiece, enquiring why girl singers in 
all-male bands didn't just pick up a guitar, chastising 
girl guitarists and drummers who weren't prepared 
to practise enough and who used their gender 
as a get-out clause for continuing ineptness, while 
championing those she respected. Weird as it 
seems, Courtney Love used to count. 

HOW IT ALL WENT WRONG : You know how 
it all went wrong. You've seen it on gawker.com 
and awfulplasticsurgery.com and you've heard 
it on Celebrity Skin and America's Sweetheart. 
And the recent publication of these 'diaries' - and 
I use the term loosely- is just another manifestation 
of said wrongness. For those three weeks back 
in 1991 when Courtney used to matter, her 
untrammelled ambition rode hand in hand with 



images cut from SM magazines. The rest is just 
the otiose exhibitionism of a narcissist who has 
confused her neuroses with her creativity. 
The book ends with an afterword from 
prominent third-wave feminists Jennifer 
Baumgardner and Amy Richards, (authors of 
Manifesta: Young Women, Feminism And The 
Future), claiming that Courtney is an "emboldening 
presence" who inspires young women to pick 
up guitars, learn about feminism, and "be more 
aggressive and ask for more" . This once had the 
potential to be true. It is true no longer. Avoid this 
book, burn false idols, and pray that one day a 
woman as ferocious and challenging and creative 
as Courtney never was will rise to fill the space left 
in herwake. 

Dirty Blonde: The Diaries Of Courtney Love is out 
now, published by Pan Macmillan 
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at the movies 

Words: Dickon Edwards 



Misanthropic schoolteachers, deaf-mute schoolgirls, aimless wastrels. 
Plan B takes stock of this month's theatrical releases 



"You've got a basement flat on the Archway Road 
and you think you're Virginia frigging Woolf ! " So 
screams Ms Blanchett at Ms Dench in Notes On A 
Scandal, already a contender for my favourite film 
of 2007. The movie is adapted from a novel by Zoe 
Heller, and it has much in common with two films 
her father Lukas Heller wrote: The Killing Of Sister 
George and Whatever Happened To Baby Jane. 
They're all psychological dramas about two 
women: one domineering and seeking to possess 
the more lost and passive other woman. Both 
leads are unusually unsympathetic, and the 
dialogue is laced with a strain of dark wit. 

That said, Ms Dench manages to steer away 
from camper, trashier waters and imbue her 
character, Barbara, with a unique form of 
poignancy. She's a misanthropic schoolteacher who 
fixates on the girlish and pretentious new recruit 
Sheba (Cate Blanchett). Whether her designs are 
Sapphic, motherly, sisterly or something more nun- 
like is never made clear; even Barbara herself seems 
unsure. But to Barbara one thing is paramount: 
Sheba must be 'saved' from her self-deluding quasi- 
nippy life with her dull father figure of a husband 
(Bill Nighy). When she catches Sheba in an impulsive 
affair with an underage pupil, Barbara seizes her 




Whether her designs 
are Sapphic, motherly, 
sisterly or nun-like is 
never made clear 



chance to become the younger woman's 
confidante, and an ominous power dynamic begins. 
A typically award-baiting performance from Ms 
Dench, cast against type as the best unreliable 
narrator since Memento. But that's not to overlook 
Ms Blanchett's equally unflattering portrayal of 
a myopic, selfish woman resenting her own family, 
and looking to her Siouxsie And The Banshees- 
adoring teen years as the only time when life made 
sense. Notes On A Scandal is a juicy joy of a film. 

Ms Blanchett's ordeal at a North London school 
is a picnic compared to her fate in Babel, the latest 
masterly epic from Alejandro Gonzalez Inarritu. 
After a single scene exchanging curt words with her 
husband (an unusually old-looking Brad Pitt) while 
on an unhappy Moroccan holiday, she spends the 
rest of the film bleeding to death from a bored child 
shepherd's bullet. Meanwhile in LA, the couple's 
Mexican nanny takes their children across the 
border with dire consequences, while in Tokyo a 
deaf-mute schoolgirl seeks love through increasingly 
desperate measures. Like Inarritu's previous films, 
2 1 Grams and Amores Perros, Babel 'features several 
melodramatic tales interwoven and interconnected 
by a chain of events; cutting effortlessly between 
time frames and keeping the audience on their toes. 
But whereas 2 1 Grams piled on the jump-cuts, Babel 
lingers for decent and natural intervals, and the 
action is extended across the entire globe. I prefer 
2 1 Grams, but only because I'm fidgety. 

In box office terms, I suspect the fluffy and 
polite Edwardian goings-on in Beatrix Potter biopic 
Miss Potter are far more likely to curry favour 
with American audiences than the stained curtain- 
twitching of Notes On A Scandal, not least because 



the title role is played by Rene Zellweger, using 
a slightly more posh version of her Bridget Jones 
accent. But there's more oddness and modernity 
here than appearances suggest: Beatrix, Frederick 
Warne (Ewan McGregor) and Millie Warne (Emily 
Watson) are all career-less thirtysomethings 
dismissed by their families as aimless wastrels best 
kept on a leash. However, the film moves away 
from such issues to ultimately resemble an advert 
for the Lake District Tourist Board. 

The period detail of ensemble drama Bobby 
is equally rendered impeccable at the expense of 
other elements. Set entirely in the Ambassador 
Hotel, LA, on the day of Robert F Kennedy's 1 968 
assassination, the film eschews the title character 
in favour of a dozen fictional stories based on 
characters staying or working at the hotel. There's 
lots of West Wing-type walking-and-talking 
choreography, the cast list is starry, and it's all 
very glossy on the surface. But unlike Babel, the 
constant shifting between stories irritates rather 
than energises. On top of which the characters 
themselves are a bit dull and predictable, and the 
movie only wakes up when Bobby Kennedy finally 
turns up for his date with destiny. However, the 
director appears to have confused the unfortunate 
senator with no less than Jesus Christ. 

Lastly, Sleeping Dogs is an unabashed indie 
comedy by comedian Bobcat Goldthwait, who once 
supported Nirvana. A young woman wants to 
confess to her fiancee that she once had sex with a 
dog. Will she tell him? Well, yes, of course she will. 
And that's the whole movie. Not as good as Chasing 
Amy, better than Little Miss Sunshine, but it would 
have worked far better as a short. 
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Dir Josh Rubin, 2006, Plexi, 86 mins 

" My father died when I was young and my mother didn't love 
me, " is Larry 'Wild Man' Fischer's brief and direct summation 
of his childhood years. Derailroadedtakes us through 
Fischer's life, beginning with the boy who would take to his 
room and make up songs to combat the neglect he felt at 
home while the seeds of paranoid schizophrenia and bipolar 
disorder were taking root. Unfettered by convention or 
contrivance, Wild Man Fischer was able to ride the waves of 
his mania and mainline into the creative subconscious, giving 
birth to very real moments of fried tragicomedy. 

Larry takes an active part in the telling of his story, 
augmented by a fine supporting cast. Expulsion from high 
school, long stints in mental institutions and electro-shock 
therapy marred his teens, by 22 he was a face on LA's freak 
scene, singing on the streets for a dime and becoming a 
poster boy for outsider music. Collaborations with artists like 
Zappa invariably ended bitterly. 

Paradoxes crop up. Larry's undeniably genuine songs and 
rejected notion of pop culture sit quite uncomfortably next to 
his fixation with fame. Forty years without taking medication 
coupled with being involved in the music biz have combined 
to exacerbate the paranoid delusional aspects of his illness 
leading to his own feelings of having been 'derailroaded'. 

This film is a sensitive and enlightened look into the life of 
a vulnerable adult with a significant talent who might, as 
Mark Mothersbaugh ventures, have been a shaman in a 
different cultural context. 
Chris Anderson 




Dir Avi Mograbi, 2006, Second Run, 100 mins 

Life in Palestine is bleak, whether you are trying to grow 
crops, receive urgent hospital treatment, visit a family 
member or simply come home after school, there are 
checkpoints in the occupied territories whose heavily armed 
guards will treat your misery as a sport. This is a world of deep 
frustration where life has become quite literally meaningless. 
The struggle to live is made so excruciatingly difficult that we 
are forced to look at the Palestinian suicide bomber in a 
different way whether we may like it or not. 

Taking its title from Samson's final earthly request, and 
referencing Masada, Avenge But. . . examines enduring 
historical and mythological stories relished in schools 
throughout Israel; stories which paradoxically involve 
suicide/homicide as politically justifiable/redemptive action. 
This film notes the intrinsic hypocrisy at work in a culture 
whose very foundations are built on such stories. This is not 
a film about Jews vs non-Jews, rather a far more meaningful 
and engaging process involving human beings in conflict. 

Israeli-born Avi Mograbi places us right in the action so 
we can understand what is being said and how prevailing 
attitudes affect the way situations arise. For a nation rendered 
impotent by compassion fatigue and Celebrity Big Brother, 
this is a crucial document, giving the non-Hebrew speaker 
a real taste of humanity's struggle in the Middle East. 
Chris Anderson 




Maybe it all comes down to personal opinion. 

Two recent British films, two debut features: 
Paul Andrew Williams' depiction of the 'gritty' side 
of criminal life, London To Brighton, and The Great 
Ecstasy Of Robert Carmichael, Thomas Clay's 
equally unflinching portrayal of alienated youth 
in passed-over seaside town Newhaven. The former, 
hailed in the broadsheets as "the British film of 
the year" (Peter Bradshaw, The Guardian), a cross 
between Get Carter and Ken Loach's society- 
changing Cathy Come Home, no less. The latter, 
pilloried as "deeply horrible and objectionable" 
(Bradshaw again), "mendacious and calculating" 
(The Times) - especially when it comes to the film's 
'climax', a drawn-out rape and murder scene. 

The first film concerns that old standby of 
British cinema, gangsters, is praised for avoiding the 
mockney Guy Ritchie 'trap', and for its realistic body 
make-up - especially the bulging black eye of street 
prostitute Kelly (Lorraine Stanley) as she attempts to 
protect 1 2-year-old Joanne (Georgia Groome) at the 
film's start by barricading her into a London public 
convenience at 3am. (Tart with a heart of gold? 
What will they think of next?) Attention to detail 
- 'proper' violence, the amorality and paranoia of 
the male perpetuators, pimps and gangsters all - is 
duly noted, the fact Joanne has been procured for 
sex straight from the street is presumably a plus, as it 
adds to the 'authentic' feel of nastiness, seediness. 

Meanwhile, The Great Ecstasy is lambasted for 
similar reasons -the random violence of the three 
teenage boys central to the story, particularly 
talented schoolboy cellist Carmichael (Dan Spencer), 
the film's 'exploitative' nature, the fact that in no 
way would you want to be around any of these 
folk. And yet, it was London To Brighton that left 
the nasty taste of exploitation in my mouth - its 
characters charmless, its dialogue bereft of humour 
or wit, the escape on the milk train from London to 
Brighton lacking in excitement, the plot a series of 
cliched scenarios featuring unsavoury characters 
all running scared, except for (yawn) 'dead-eyed 
mobster' Stuart Allen (Sam Spruell). Brighton Rock 
it most patently is not. 



Robert Carmichael -the two rape scenes aside, 
one off-camera in a drugs den - has several points 
in its favour. First, it's beautifully shot: almost elegiac 
in its portrayal of Newhaven - a town rated second 
only to Hastings as the no-go area of the South 
Coast. It doesn't pass judgment on the characters, 
but lets the viewer make up their own mind. The 
dispossession and boredom these school kids feel 
is believable- which makes the film's ultimate 
denouement all the more shocking. The film it most 
reminds me of is Gus van Sant's Last Days: a similar 
sense of beauty through detail, nothingness, torpor. 
In Last Days, some dude kills himself, off-camera. 
In Great Ecstasy a minor TV celebrity and his wife 
are murdered and raped (shades of A Clockwork 
Orange). Both events take place at random, fuelled 
by drugs and despair. There's little difference. 



The dispossession and 
boredom these school 
kids feel is believable 



Surely London To Brighton's central plotline 
of underage sex, borderline rape, violence and 
woman-beating is no better than The Great 
Ecstasy's one of rebellion and actual rape? Clay's 
film helps further an understanding of small town 
dead-end life: I am at a loss to understand why 
Williams would even want to make his movie, unless 
he finds its subject matter exciting and glamorous. 
It's Clay who got it in the neck for a supposed lack of 
morals, but it's Williams who is the real guilty party, 
making yet another gangster movie with no grace 
or style, just one series of pornographic, exploitative 
scenes after another. But, of course, that's fine for 
the critics: after all, the gangster movie is an art- 
form they're familiar with, and one that portrays a 
lifestyle one they probably covet, albeit vicariously. 

And that's what matters in the end. 
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dvd round-up 

Words: Everett True 




Hellzapoppin' 

Dir HC Potter, 1941, Second Sight, 80 mins 

The parallel that this barrage of non-sequiturs, gags and 
music hall numbers usually draws is with The Marx 
Brothers - but I'm reminded more of the comic strips of 
the day, the Windsor McCay's and George McManus's, 
the way they'd push at the boundaries of their chosen 
medium. Within the opening 1 minutes, we go from 
main film to sub-plot to secondary film to projection 
booth to cartwheeling Satan's helpers, to rewind. . . 
later, a Wild Western is shown and frames start jumping. 
The plot features a romance, a musical, a blundering 
private eye, a scene-shifter with a pot-plant in search of 
"Mrs Jones" . . .ah, forget the plot. Hysterical, inspired, 
50 years ahead of its time - including, as a considerable 
bonus, a spectacular Lindy Hop dance routine. 




Angel-A 

Dir Luc Besson, 2005, Optimum, 88 mins 

Imagine 2004's excellent seedy French cop thriller 36 
with a little It's A Wonderful Life thrown in. Yep, director 
Luc Besson (Nikita, Leon, The Fifth Element) has done 
it again: this time, shooting Paris in lavish black and 
white for a Noughties supernatural fairy tale. (What is 
it about that city, and that shading?) It's early one 
morning. Failed crook Andre (Jamel Debbouze, Amelie) 
is contemplating throwing himself off a bridge when 
a striking call girl (supermodel Rie Rasmussen, Femme 
Fatale) shows up and throws herself off first. He jumps 
in, rescues her, she turns out to be an angel (Angel-a) 
and from there it all turns loopy, in a sweetly endearing 
way-the criminal more like a child, the angel not all 
she seems. Solid entertainment, as the awkward pairing 
(she towers over the itinerant con-artist) attempt to set 
his world right. 

Lie With Me 

Dir Clement Virgo, 2005, Metrodome, 93 mins 

Masturbation is sexy. Discuss. Sexually voracious 
Leila (Lauren Lee Smith) likes to sleep around. So does 
sexually voracious David (Eric Balfour). One night, at 
a crowded house party, they meet and guess what? 
Sparks fly, lust blossoms and soon they're having sex 
pretty much anywhere they can - including, in one 
memorable scene, in giant pipes being laid through 
an adventure playground. And that's pretty much it. 
Despite the film's triumphant blurb ("An explicit love 
story that pushes mainstream sexuality to its limits") 
I don't recall seeing any actual penetrative shots or 
erect penises - In The Realm of The Senses, this is 
not - but still. A great film, if you enjoy watching 
women masturbating. 




Robert Altman didn't make movies for kids and he 
wasn't in the business of pandering to " 1 4-year- 
old boys" - a term he often employed to describe 
mainstream audiences in interviews. "The films have 
always been made for them," he told a Minneapolis 
weekly in 2006, " but there was a time when films 
were made for grownups, too. I don't think they 
are now." 

While Altman wasn't the only filmmaker to 
bemoan the pictures championed by Hollywood, 
or the megabuck motives that drive the creative 
process, he was certainly one of the more successful 
ones. He was the kind of person everyone aspires to 
be in old age: still cognisant and working at the age 
of 81 , and like Bunuel or Kubrick, continuing to be 
so until he literally dropped dead, developing script 
ideas and shooting films in his final months despite 



'There was a time 
when films were made 
for grownups' 



the knowledge that he was dying of cancer. By the 
time of his death he had made nearly 40 feature 
films, five of which were nominated for Academy 
Awards, and more than 60 shorts. His belligerence 
toward the studio system and maverick attitude 
toward his work didn't afford him a lot of popularity 
in Hollywood, but that didn't seem to faze Altman. 
If anything, his aversion to compromise resulted in 
some of the finest films in American cinema. 

His films are highly complex and naturalistic, 
and his actors were often encouraged towards 
improvised digressions, but the most prominent 
trademark running through his work is the 
overbearing hum of dialogue; conversations layered 
upon one another so thick as to be impenetrable. 
This undoubtedly appealed because he wanted the 
audience to pay close attention - the central reason 



why he didn't want children to see his films. He even 
insisted on R ratings to exclude them altogether, 
a point which bedevilled Hollywood execs reluctant 
to shut out one of their most profitable audiences. 

In his cinematic canon, there is almost no corner 
of American life overturned - whether it's the 
ethereal landscape of rural Americana navigated 
through female obsession in 3 Women, the near 
sociopathic world of Hollywood depicted in 
his scathing post-modern satire The Player, or 
prostitution in the Old West in McCabeAndMrs 
Miller. Women were often of central importance in 
Altman's narratives, and transgressions against 
women are most notably prominent in 3 Women, 
but also throughout the relationships dissected in 
Short Cuts and Gosford Park -a film which oscillates 
between an ode to Renoir's The Rules Of The Game 
and an Agatha Christie whodunit. 

His successors are abundant and you don't have 
to look very far to see his influence. Short Cuts, for 
instance, which takes chunks of Raymond Carver 
stories and connects them together in a narrative of 
characters whose lives interlock, was almost directly 
echoed six years later in Paul Thomas Anderson's 
Magnolia (a fact which Anderson himself readily 
admits), and again in 2004 in Paul Haggis' Oscar- 
winning film Crash. Anderson was even put on 
standby for the production of Altman's last ever 
film, A Prairie Home Companion, as an insurance 
measure for the studios in case Altman died 
before the film was completed. 

At this year's Oscars, Altman received an 
honorary award for a lifetime's achievement in 
filmmaking -finally some recognition after years 
of nominations. In his acceptance speech he noted 
that 1 1 years ago he had a heart transplant. "I got 
the heart of a young woman in her late thirties," 
he said. Tempting fate, Altman told the academy, 
"You may be giving me this award too early. 
Because I think I've got about 40 years left on it. 
And I intend to use it." 

Altman, who hated constraints and 
limitations, saw death - like Hollywood - as just 
another obstacle. 
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on the level 

Words: Chris Anderson 

Birmingham's Flatpack Festival showcases clanking 
automata, weird web wonders, carnivorous plants. . .and 
some film, too 

There's a Happening happening around Birmingham's warehouses and spaces, 
notably the 1 00 year-old Electric Cinema. A Dadaist flyer promises innovation 
and experimentation - and the Flatpack Festival, now in its second year, does not 
disappoint. This four-day celebration of ideas takes in independent film features 
and shorts from directors old and new, music documentaries, animations, 
discussion panels, weird web wonders, a clanking automata sculpture, a 3D 
film of carnivorous plants installed in a church, a singing laptop, Machinima 
films, parties and plenty of super-8. 

Last year, these fabulous film fetishists showed three shorts viewed through 
1 00 simultaneously clunking Viewmasters. The inclusion in 2007 of The Seashell 
And The Clergyman (1 927) is of particular interest, the screenplay being that of 
Antonin Artaud, arguably the first Surrealist, whose writings, ranting and artistic 
vision are still very much respected among today's theatrical innovators. In this 
film he created, "A certain hypothetical quality which may be satisfying for the 
spirit" ; a place sometimes beyond words and characterisation. That this film was 
made 80 years ago illustrates the point that little has changed despite the ever- 
changing shapes we see in cinematic expressionism. 

A significant element of the festival is dedicated to the plethora of inspired 
local genii. Flatpack organisers 7 Inch Cinema have released a selection of shorts 
on DVD, such as the wonderfully observed Butter Face where the idle 
ruminations of a man on a train journey are seemingly read by the woman next 
to him. Another powerful tragedy is The Visit, which follows a council plumber 
and his mate Tony through a series of darkening places. Music-wise, there are 
Scott Johnston's visualisations for Pram's 'Electric Seance' romantic distortions, 
as well as the superbly directed promo for Misty's Big Adventure's 'Fashion 
Parade'. Also on the DVD are some fabulous animations and experimental 
camerawork. Get it from the website: www.7inch.org.uk 

I asked Flatpack director Pip McKnight a few questions about it all. 

How did Flatpack begin? 

"We started out putting on events at a pub in Digbeth. These were noisy, 
shambolic nights that grew to include touring programmes and slots at festivals 
(Supersonic, Shambala, AVIT). Putting on our own festival was a natural 
progression, a way of gathering up all the best bits and bringing them to 
a wider audience." 

What is your inspiration for putting on this event? 

"The thrill of the chase - hunting down little music documentaries and shorts 
that wouldn't get seen otherwise. There's so much fantastic work out there, and 
a lot of it is more fun when seen with an audience rather than hunched over a 
monitor. We also love Birmingham and like to see good things happening here. " 

How does it differ from other film festivals? 

"We took the 'Film' out of Flatpack Festival, partly because it was too many 
f's, but also because there's a lot besides film in the programme. This year 
includes installations, live soundtracks, gigs, slideshows and exhibits. We try and 
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'We've developed a particular fetish 
for Portland, thanks to Vladimir the 
Vladmaster' - Pip McKnight 



match time spent in dark cinemas with other spaces - old churches, bars, shop 
units, warehouses - to encourage people to look at film in different ways. " 
Are the filmmakers/artists predominantly from Birmingham? 

"Geographically, our programme starts with a guy who lives a few doors 
down and ends somewhere in New Zealand. We've developed a particular fetish 
for the work coming out of Portland, Oregon, thanks largely to Vladimir the 
Vladmaster who came out for last year's festival. We plan to lobby Birmingham 
City Council to have the two cities twinned, or at least moved closer together. " 




Dir Philip Groning, 2005, Soda Pictures, 162 mins 

In 1 984, German filmmaker Philip Groning approached the 
residents of the Grande Chartreuse monastery, nerve centre 
of the Carthusian Order, one of the strictest brotherhoods of 
the Roman Catholic Church. Wishing to make a film of the 
monks' lives as they followed ancient doctrines high up in the 
French Alps, Groning was told it was 'too early' for the monks 
to unveil their secret life of devotion to the world. Nearly 20 
years later, Groning was finally allowed access as he filmed 
the order over the space of four months. This mesmerising 
documentary is the result. There is no voiceover, music or 
conventional narrative, simply the endlessly repeated rhythms 
of daily prayer and ritual. Seasons change, time passes. 
A unique cinematic experience (and it must be seen in a 
cinema), the world feels a different place after watching it. 
Euan Andrews 



Dir Marzieh Meshkini, 2004, Artificial Eye, 93 mins 

A young brother and sister try to make sense of life on the 
streets of Kabul, in post-Taliban Afghanistan. Their mother 
is in prison, sent there for re-marrying after their father 
disappeared for five years. Their father is in prison. Refused 
entry, the pair trudge through wasteland and bomb sites, 
seeking scraps of food, wood, anything to keep them 
sheltered from the terrible cold at night. Their one companion 
is a bedraggled dog, rescued from a marauding band of 
children. So the wide-eyed, forthright siblings fumble their 
way through a series of 'robberies', attempting to be reunited 
with their mum. Sounds bleak? Don't believe it. Stray Dogs 
is incredibly moving, powerful stuff- sweet, gentle humour 
underpinning the observant quality of the camera -that 
can't fail to move. Almost life-changing. 
Siobhan Marshall 



Dir Yasujiro Ozu , 1 960/1 962, Tartan, 1 28/1 03 mins 

Two films are included here - Japanese director Ozu's 
delicate and affectionate study of old age in Late Autumn 
(1 962), and the director's final film, the equally affecting 
An Early Autumn (1962). Ozu is best known over here for 
the understated masterpiece Tokyo Story {1 953); and these 
two films continue with the common themes that run through 
all hiswork-the generational divide, marriage and the 
gradual Westernisation of Japanese culture. In the first, 
a gaggle of old men sit around talking about marrying off 
a friend's daughter, and reminiscing: in the latter, a widower 
is determined to find a suitable husband for his beloved 
daughter. Both films shine with warmth and humanity, 
and are as reserved, non-judgmental and softly funny as 
you'd expect. 
Siobhan Marshall 
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Belle De Jour 

Dir Luis Bufiuel, 1967, Optimum, 101 mins 

Severine (Catherine Deneuve) is an archetype: glacial 
beauty, ice-cool, unfulfilled by her surgeon husband, she 
becomes intrigued and rapidly drawn into a world of 
boudoirs and kinky sex, seeking humiliation piled upon 
humiliation. Outfits change with stunning rapidity as she 
finds relief in the arms of a Pinkie (Brighton Rock) style 
gangster. Set in a breathtakingly cool Sixties Paris - 
framed in the dark shadows and subtle lighting of the 
French New Wave -the sexual scenes may feel stilted to 
a post- Vagina Monologues generation, but the film still 
mesmerises. Elegant, manipulative and compelling: sex 
behind closed doors is often more fascinating. 




Look Both Ways 

Dir Sarah Watts, 2005, Tartan Video, 100 mins 

It sometimes feels the entire film world is post- Magnolia, 
posX-ShortCuts. We're in Adelaide, South Australia. A 
man out walking his dog is run over by a slow-moving 
freight train, one witness - a local artist called Meryl. 
Meryl has a fatalistic viewpoint on life (as depicted by 
animated drawings). A local news team is assigned to 
cover the story. Nick, the photographer, has just learnt 
he's got testicular cancer. Surly reporter Andy, recently 
divorced, mistreats his pregnant Koori girlfriend Anna. 
The story ends up on the front page, and the three lives 
begin to intertwine - touching on many other lives - as 
the players attempt to find a light side to death. The pace 
grows until the ultimate denouement, a rapidly-paced 
photo montage. This is a highly promising debut feature, 
distinctively Australian, from director Watts. 

L'Appartement 

Dir Gilles Mimouni, 1 996, Optimum, 1 1 6 mins 

Voyeurism, an apartment set in a suitably stylish Parisian 
art deco building, a woman on the edge of a nervous 
breakdown, a great lost love, a convoluted, perfectly 
symmetrical plot. . . what's not to love about director 
Mimouni's directorial debut, a direct homage to 
the classic suspense noir films of Alfred Hitchcock 
(particularly Vertigo and Rear Window)! The film begins 
somewhere near the middle of the story, a phone call 
overheard by 'chance', a missed flight to Japan, as Max 
(Vincent Cassel) picks up the trail of lost former lover 
Lisa (a stunningly beautiful Monica Bellucci). It soon 
transpires, however, there's a shadowy figure in the 
background manipulating both their lives, and that 
of Max's friend, theatre-lover Lucien (Jean-Philippe 
Ecoffey). Although the actors sometimes feel like 
walking clothes horses, this fact is easily surmounted 
by the gripping twists and surprises of the labyrinthine 
plot, and the chic photography. Masterful. 




eternal music 

Words: Jon Dale 
Photography: Bryony Mclntyre 

Tony Conrad's reissued soundtrack 
for Sixties NYC art film Joan Of Arc 
sheds light on a mysterious director 

Is it always the misfortune of the artist who leads 
a fragmented life to leave behind only fragments? 
This is certainly the case for Italian-American poet 
and filmmaker Piero Heliczer, whose history is as 
fantastic as it is tragic. Born in Rome, Italy on 20 
June 1 937, he acted at the age of five in Augusto 
Genina's pro-fascism film Bengasi, before the 
Nazis closed in on his Jewish family and killed 
his father in 1 944: sadistically, the Gestapo insisted 
the seven-year-old Heliczer identify his father's 
brutalised and bloodied body. 

Heliczer lived itinerant with his mother and 
siblings while on the run from the Nazis: eventually 
they relocated to Washington, DC around 1 946. 
In 1950, Heliczer met first Velvet Underground 
drummer Angus MacLise; after a budding academic 
career involving study at Harvard, Heliczer moved 



Joan Of Arc is covered 
in sound-dust and hiss, 
mulched in a thin layer 
of mud 



with his then-girlfriend Olivia de Haulleville and 
MacLise to Paris, founding Dead Language Press. 
In the early Sixties, Heliczer floated around London 
and Brighton before moving to New York in 1 962, 
where he found himself at the centre of the NYCIoft 
underground, perhaps America's lightning-rod 
creative ferment for the Sixties. 

Heliczer's involvements in film, publishing 
and poetry read like a how-to of creative fortune. 
Heliczer was printed in many samizdat chapbooks of 
the time, and he also published legendary filmmaker 
Jack Smith's Beautiful Book; Smith returned the 
favour by illustrating, along with Andy Warhol, 
Heliczer's The Soap Opera book. Heliczer's Sixties 
films, like Dirt and Joan Of Arc, star figures like 
Smith and Warhol right-hand man Gerard Malanga. 
Heliczer also taped Velvet Underground for his film 



Venus In Furs, organising some of the early Dream 
Weapon events that involved the VU. These 
connected him with the Theatre Of Eternal Music, 
minimalist composer La Monte Young's heavy 
drone outfit whose membership included Young's 
partner Marian Zazeela, VU's John Cale, and the 
redoubtable Tony Conrad. 

Few people have done more to advance the 
archivist's cause for the Sixties NYC underground 
than Conrad: he's released two hilarious discs of 
period recordings by Jack Smith, and hasjust made 
available his pump organ soundtrack to Heliczer's 
Joan Of Arc. As with other archival recordings from 
the era - the Smith tapes, and John Cale's New York 
In The Sixties series produced from Conrad's reel-to- 
reel collection -Joan Of Arc is covered in sound-dust 
and hiss, mulched in a thin layer of mud, the treble 
topped off for that authentic 'down from the attic' 
feel. And though that detracts a little from Conrad's 
lengthy, wandering improvisation, it feels just right: 
as with most all the truly creative work from this era, 
the Joan Of Arc soundtrack is muddied by mystery 
and hearsay. 

Conrad's soundtrack does little to tell us about 
Heliczer himself. The disc is packaged not with stills 
from Joan Of Arc, but images of Conrad taken from 
Ira Cohen's Mylar psych freak-out cinema classic 
Invasion Of Thunderbolt Pagoda. It's probably more 
to do with availability - Heliczer's films are 
notoriously hard to locate - but it speaks of a 
tremendous gap between preservation and 
circulation of visuals vs audio. 

I've only seen one of Heliczer's films - Dust, via 
a shaky download from the Ubu website. I've seen 
Heliczer in Jack Smith's Flaming Creatures, and have 
read the excellent Granary Press collection of his 
poetry, A Purchase In The White Botanica. This 
reissue of Joan Of Arc acts as another small piece in 
the puzzle. But someone has to do something soon 
about these films from the NYC underground, 
hidden masterpieces by Heliczer, Smith, Ken Jacobs, 
Ron Rice - so we can experience the ultimate thrill 
of seeing intensely personal dream-vision bio-8mm 
art that, in the words of Susan Sontag, "Show 
a maddening indifference to every element of 
technique, a studied primitiveness". 

That 'maddening indifference' is, of course, 
what makes these films so staggeringly beautiful 
and affecting: American punk cinema at its most 
breathlessly European-romantic. 

Joan Of Arc's soundtrack is available now on Table 
Of The Elements 
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en vogue 

Words: Sophie Mayer 



Eighties queer cinema returns with 
a vengeance 



"All we think of now is bad hair, shoulder pads 
and loafers, but the Eighties were a vibrant time 
in London. Earlier revolutions - gay liberation 
and punk- had been fought and won. Something 
unprecedented was in the air." Peter Christopherson, 
of Coil, should know: he was there. If his claim 
comes as a surprise to you, watch out. Eighties 
queer cinema returns with a vengeance this season. 
If you want to see where the world's current 
coolest person, as well as all those naked beauties 
in Shortbus, learned everything they know, check 
out two golden (not quite) oldies - The Angelic 
Conversation (1 984) and Paris Is Burning (1 990). 

It's hard in these 'post-Jerry Springer: The Opera 
days to imagine the uproar caused when Channel 4 
broadcast The Angelic Conversation, in which two 
beautiful men journey through a strange landscape 
to find one another and engage in rituals, to the 
voiceover accompaniment of 1 4 of Shakespeare's 
sonnets. Complaints were raised in the Houses Of 
Parliament because the film had been funded by 
the BFI, who release it on DVD this month. And 
throbbing under Judi Dench's enunciated lines of 
love was the music that drew the film together - by 
Coil, electronica pioneers who met director Derek 
Jarman at the infamous Heaven nightclub. Long 
before Todd Haynes and John Cameron Mitchell, 
Jarman was turning the dross of straight pop culture 
into queer glitter, with music videos for Marianne 
Faithfull, The Smiths and the Pet Shop Boys, as well 
as a magnificent, androgynous cameo by Annie 
Lennox in his film Edward II: the list's an MTV fever 
dream that ghosts behind Scissor Sisters and 
LeTigre. In short, Jarman invented queercore. 

It's fair to say that the man who gave the 
world Sean Bean as a bisexual boxer and model in 
Caravaggio (also released by the BFI on DVD this 
month) would have loved the lesbian SM musical 
comedy that is Who's The Top? , Jennie Livingston's 
2004 30-minute short follow-up to Paris Is Burning. 
Her films are touring together in the UK in February, 
and if you subscribe to the sentiment often ascribed 
to Emma Goldman that "If I can't dance, I don't 
want to be part of your revolution," then this is the 



radical cinema for you. Who's The Top? began at a 
San Francisco dyke bar, when the late writer Kathy 
Acker turned to Livingstone and asked her when she 
was going to make a film about "the whole world of 
radical sex-crazed gender-bending San Francisco 
freaky dykes who were re-inventing sex and music 
and performance." Given that Paris, Livingston's 
first film, is about radical gender-bending New York 
black drag queens and M2F transsexuals who were 
re-inventing Eighties shoulder pads and bad hair as 
parody and protest, it was a fair enough question. 

Paris Is Burning has made more money in its 
1 6 years of touring than either Reservoir Dogs 
or Slacker. Livingston rode the Zeitgeist as the 
community she documented - Harlem drag balls 
that make Heaven look like Harrods - found itself 
fashionable when one of its signature dance moves, 



'Voguing was 
beautiful and a thrill 
to shoot and cut' 

-Jennie Livingston 



voguing, found fame through Madonna. Livingston 
remembers her excitement: "Voguing was beautiful 
and a thrill to shoot and cut. Because it was both a 
dance form, and a kind of competition, and because 
everything happened in the ballroom or on the 
street, it was quite lovely to shoot, and you didn't 
need to worry so much about making it perfect. " 

Where Todd Haynes became Oscar-worthy, 
Livingston finds herself struggling to raise funds 
even to buy rights to the eclectic soundtrack she 
put together for Who's The Top? (and the film 
wouldn't be the same without the site of 24 Busby 
Berkeley-style dancers in black leather bikinis 
cavorting to LeTigre). But, she says, that's just 
the way it is: the energy and experimentation of 
Channel 4, which brought Jarman and Hanif 
Kureishi and Martin Sherman to prominence, is 
televisual again, creating shows like TheL Word. 

"I would absolutely do an episode of The L Word 
if invited! Even the marvelously prolific producer 
Christine Vachon was recently describing her efforts 
to raise funds for the new Todd Haynes picture on 
Bob Dylan as 'soul-deadening.'" 

As the cinematic revolution loses its dancing 
shoes, all the more reason to get down and dirty 
with two classics. 




in the spotlight 

Words: Stewart Gardiner 



The work of Hollywood director 
Howard Hawks 



Howard Hawks considered himself more craftsman 
than artist, a belief held by many directors who 
worked within the Hollywood studio system. 

I came across the idea of the film director as author 
while I was a teenager. Back then I considered camera 
angles and movement to be the heart of the matter. 
This is fine for directors with distinct, fluid camera 
styles, but it can still confuse director with 
cinematographer. Take Citizen Kane, for instance. 
Its bold appropriation of German Expressionism is 
unmistakably the work of DP Gregg Toland, yet it is 
hard to say how much of it was initiated by Welles. 

It isn't easy to delineate Howard Hawks, either. 
The camera set-ups are simple, the movement 
unobtrusive. He frames the action with great clarity 
and he ensures that we get to know the characters, no 
matter what the subject. That's not easy to spot right 
off, especially as Hawks moved between genres with 
ease. And he created some of their classic works. 
We cannot consider the screwball comedy without 
referring to the antics of Bringing Up Baby and His 
Girl Friday, or the western without Red River and 
Rio Bravo. You don't get much more hardboiled 
entertainment than in To Have And Have Not or 
have as much fun as watching The Big Sleep. 

He worked repeatedly with some of the finest 
actors, getting career-defining performances from 
Humphrey Bogart and Cary Grant. Grant himself goes 
from the cynic literally cut off from the world in Only 
Angels Have Wingsto the sharp-talking, beleaguered 
new husband of / Was A Male War Bride. Hawks also 
used John Wayne to no less powerful effect than John 
Ford. Simply put, Hawks was a master craftsman 
who could handle all aspects of film production with 
relative ease. He could work the actors, knew where 
to place a camera, but also held that consistency of 
vision, a fixed outlook translatable onto screen. 

Hawks also explores the world of men, but his 
is not one without women. The Hawks-ian woman 
is another vital ingredient. She is typically tough 
and beautiful, more than a match for the men who 
surround her. Lauren Bacall is the embodiment of this. 
Hawks, in fact, discovered her, and encouraged her to 
talk in that now famous low register. Her electrifying 
performance in To Have And Have Not'\s one of the 
great screen debuts, and falling in love with Bogey on 
set proved the masterstroke. Now, I'm not suggesting 
Hawks as a feminist - he was a notorious womaniser, 
and was allegedly miffed that Bogart and Bacall fell 
for each other - but his women are more than objects 
of desire, suffused as they are with both the mythic 
and the real. Something you could say about his 
pictures as a whole. 
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top of the pops 

Words: Alistair Fitchett 

Alistair Fitchett discovers a high school 
for superheroes and falls in love with 
a Britpop-inspired postmodern tale 



I'm feeling terribly mainstream these days, living 
mostly on a diet of DC comics. The number of 
regular Batman comics may have been trimmed, but 
there's been the enjoyable gothic entertainment of 
Matt Wagner's excellent eight-part Mad Monk to 
fill some of the space, and anyway, Grant Morrison 
was in there with a wonderfully witty story arc for 
the Batman title at the end of 2006. John Ostrander 
and Tom Madrake's 'Grotesk' arc for the same title 
sadly isn't anywhere near as inventive or engaging, 
but they do have some rather gorgeous covers by 
Gregory Lauren. There are more great covers over 
on Detective Comics, where the Paul Dini storylines 
have been universally excellent over the past six 
months. Dini pitches Batman as the great detective, 
and, for me, that's where he belongs. The seedy 
edge to the storylines is steeped in pulp noir, and it 
allows Batman to come across more as a flawed 
heroic gumshoe than as a superhero. 

Image Comics may not be as mainstream an 
imprint as DC, but they can't be far off. They have 
published some of my favourite comics, notably the 
iconic Powers series by Brian Michael Bendis and 
Michael Avon Oeming. Powers altered my world 
significantly. Up until then, I never had the nerve to 
allow myself access to the world of the superhero, 
and Powers was a bridge between the worlds 
of spandex and inky underground comix. And 
speaking of Michael Avon Oeming, be sure to check 
out his Cross Bronx four-part series. Supernatural 
crime thrillers were never so good as this. 

Also from Image were Bendis' magnificent Torso 
and Goldfish titles, and what about B Clay Moore 
and Jeremy Haun's excellent Battle Hymn, from 
2006? Battle Hymn emerged as a fine play on the 
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In some respects. 
Phonogram is a brave 
new take on music 
journalism 



Golden Age of comics as well as a worthy musing 
on notions of modernity and conflict. 

Like Battle Hymn, volume one of Mark Sable 
and Paul Azaceta's Grounded plays on this feedback 
loop, this time with an entertaining tale set in a 
High School for superheroes. ThinkX-Men crossed 
with Freaks And Geeks. The neat twist in the tale, 
however, is that while lead character Jonathan 
spends his childhood immersed in comics, convinced 
of his own superhero powers, he is in fact as mortal 
as you or I. Explaining quite how he ends up in this 
strange Spandex High would be to give away too 
much, but suffice to say there is something of the 
clouded relationship between parent and child in 
the mix. Grounded is a musing on the child/parent 
(or fan/hero, if you like) axis: an exploration of the 
relationships between celebrities and their children 
and among children themselves. It's also about our 
beliefs in systems and individuals; about standing 
out and fitting in; about the trials of growing up. 

My favourite comic from Image, though, has 
been Kieron Gillen and Jamie McKelvie's recent 
Phonogram; a six-part series with a trade paperback 
(sub-titled 'Rue Britannia') due in March. The title 
should tell you right away that this is a comic about 
music, and McKelvie's gorgeous covers pay homage 



to a variety of early Nineties Britpop albums. You 
may recognise Gillen as a contributor to this very 
magazine, and his journalist credentials certainly 
shine through in Phonogram. But while the comics 
are ineffably a celebration of the magic of music, 
they are also a critique that lays bare the strange 
love/hate affair that writers often have with the 
media that they analyse and review. In some 
respects, Phonogram is a brave new take on 
music journalism. It's also fiction. 

There is something incredibly difficult in 
attempting to cross the threads of fiction and Pop 
contextuality. Show me a novel that attempts to 
weave Pop music references into its body and I will 
show you a hopeless mess. High Fidelity? Oh please. 
These difficulties of blending fictional storytelling 
with specific Pop history must have been evident to 
Gillen and McKelvie, but I'm delighted to say that 
the comic rises to meet the challenge. Phonogram is 
unreservedly successful. Maybe it's because comics 
and Pop music are both so firmly rooted in the 
modernity (and postmodernity) of the 20th Century 
and do not, therefore, have the historical baggage 
of the novel to fight against. As media, they grew 
up more or less together. The connections are 
seldom so obviously drawn as in Phonogram, but 
they nevertheless thread themselves across the 
ether, throwing creative energies back and forth. 

Phonogram, like any great music journalism, 
uses limiting specifics to deal with broader themes 
and ideas; the nature of friendships, communities, 
shared and individual experiences, the magical 
ability of art to generate lines of entrapment that 
bind us together and thrust us apart. Phonogram 
is pure Pop Art. 



lone stars 

Words: Neil Cooper 

12 Stars theatre company sprung 
from austere Edinburgh band, 
The Wake. Their fragile, insular 
aesthetic lives on with four interior 
monologues backed by the music 
of The Pastels 



Do I Mean Anything To You Or Am I Just 
Passing By? 

Traverse Theatre, Edinburgh 

When The Wake played live, showbiz wasn't on the 
agenda. Weaned on Penguin Modern Classics and 
half-digested Dadaism, and occupying a shadowy 
terrain of artful austerity all but drowned out by the 
airbrushed blare of Eighties New Pop, these Factory, 
then Sarah Records, bridesmaids explored modes 
of expression utterly opposed to the cliched 
pantomime formulae to be found elsewhere. 
Arriving onstage one by one, each member of 
the band would casually plug in, each fleshing 
out an initially skeletal whisper with different 
colours, different shades of sound. There were 
no introductions, no between-song banter, no 
encores and no obvious fun in this new Puritan 
year zero, closer in spirit to minimalist European 
performance art cabaret than attention-seeking 
rockism. As a deviation from gig etiquette 
expectations, it was a deliberate, quietly 
provocative Situationist stance. 

When Wake mainstays Gerard Mclnulty and 
Carolyn Allen formed theatre company 1 2 Stars 
following the band's demise, they took this 
singularly insular aesthetic with them. Since 
1 999, 1 2 Stars have ducked in and out of view 
with an occasional series of cracked, fragile and 
utterly private short stories a million miles from 
not only the luvvie bombast of the West End 
musical, but also the well-packaged social realism 
of the new writing industry. 

12 Stars' last show, the Herman Hesse-inspired 
Treatise On The Steppenwolf, at Glasgow's 
Tramway arts complex in 2003, was a collaboration 
with former Factory labelmates, The Durutti 
Column, whose core of Vini Reilly and Bruce Mitchell 
embellished the production with a live, suitably 
impressionistic wash of a score each night. For Do I 
Mean Anything To You. . . , their latest, magnificently 
named quartet of interior monologues (performed 
as part of The Traverse's Cubed3 festivalette, 
a cross-artform three-way split between theatre, 
music and visual art), Mclnulty and Allen have 
teamed up with equally retiring DIY veterans The 
Pastels, whose own small but perfectly formed 
output makes 1 2 Stars look prolific by comparison. 

On a catwalk that comes on like a deserted 
nightclub bar at the end of the world, four people's 
lives criss-cross around and about each other 
without ever making a connection. A solitary drinker 
comes in from the cold, a pure pleasure seeker 
dances for her life, another is in debt and in transit, 
while a young man prefers to sit in the shadows. 

Beyond the mechanically repeated physical tics 
that define them, all, in different ways, are chasing 
after that ever-elusive Good Time, desperately 
seeking something, quite possibly each other. 
Yet, as the world blurs by on screen behind their 
after-hours reveries, once the last-gasp potential 
of the comfort of any stranger has passed, even 
a touch and go connection isn't an option. 




Written and directed by Mclnulty, each vignette 
is performed with spookily opaque understatement 
by Murray Wason, Carolyn Allen, Umar Ahmed and 
Susan Swanwick. Texts are more pared down than a 
Raymond Carver miniature, at times bordering on 
performance poetry. Spiritually, it resembles 253, 
Geoff Ryman's pioneering mid-Nineties internet 
novel, which looked inside the hearts and minds 
of each equally isolated passenger on a London 
Underground train. Most of all, though, it's as if 
the ghosts of The Smiths' most heartbreaking 
anthem 'How Soon Is Now?' have been made flesh 
and come home to roost as the characters stalk their 
loveless limbos. 

The Pastels' contribution is equally understated. 
Stephen and Katrina sit to the side of The Traverse's 
small studio space, underscoring the onstage 
(in)action with live, barely there percussion and 
twinkly instrumental dreamscapes recorded with 
Teenage Fanclub's Gerard Love and Norman Blake 
alongside other Glasgow left-field luminaries. 
Downbeat and ethereal, it beautifully accentuates 
1 2 Stars' hypnotic, deliciously soporific close-up of 
lives already in slow-motion taking time out before 
facing up to the void alone once more. 

www.traverse.co.uk 




plan b 1 95 



back issues & subscriptions 

UK - £4.00, EU airmail - £5.50, Rest of the world airmail - £7.50 

Send cheques to Plan B Publishing, PO Box 5047, Hove, BN52 9WY, UK 

Or visit www.planbmag.com/order and pay by credit card, debit card, or Paypal 

If you have enquiries, please contact richard@planbmag.com 



K*$8 




Issue 16 

Sunn 0))) and 
Boris, Erase Errata, 
Mastodon, 
The Blow, Clark, 
Bill Drummond, 
Joanna Newsom, 
Matthew 
Friedberger, 
Ghostface, Sparks 






Issue 15 

CSS, Slayer, 
Outsider Music, 
Spinto Band, 
Circulus, Black 
Angels, Zombi, 
His Name Is Alive, 
Team Shadetek, 
Raindance Film 
Festival, MF Grimm 




Issue 14 

The Gossip, 
Ronnie Spector, 
new Osaka noise, 
Camera Obscura, 
Dead Moon, 
M Ward, Noisettes, 
CasiotoneForThe 
Painfully Alone, 
James Holden 



yflVpit 



Issue 13 

Silver Jews, 
Gogol Bordello, 
TV On The Radio, 
Magik Markers, 
Can, Wet Dog, 
JME, Dresden Dolls, 
Ut, Mudhoney, 
Grizzly Bear, 
New Flesh, Various 






Issue 12 

The Long Blondes, 
Final Fantasy, 
Mike Patton, 
The Pipettes, 
The Coup, dubstep, 
last.fm, Black Lips, 
Jana Hunter, 
Alex Smoke, 
Matmos 




Issue 11 

Yeah Yeah Yeahs, 
The Knife, Aphex 
Twin, Sonic Youth, 
Scatter, Nalle, 
The Concretes, 
Spank Rock, Battle, 
The Organ, TV 
Personalities, Jack 
Rose, The Seconds 



Issue 17 

Deerhoof, Ron Asheton, 

UK Dancehall, Subtle, Wolf Eyes, 

The Evens, Mizz Beats, Herman Dune, 

Gogol Bordello, Ian Svenonius, 

Danananananaykroyd, 

Acid Mothers Temple and the 

Melting Paraiso UFO 



Issue 10 

The Research, 
Dirty Three, Liars, 
C-Mone, Young 
Marble Giants, 
Nathan Fake, 
Earth, Jens 
Lekman, Belle 
And Sebastian, 
Neil Gaiman, 
Young People 







SrvJi 




^K r 




[ 3S 



Issue 9 

Cat Power, 
Animal Collective, 
The Go! Team, 
Daniel Johnston, 
Shooting At 
Unarmed Men, 
Okkervil River, Baby 
Blue, Spoon, UK 
electronica, Instal, 
Ladyfest, Panico 




Issue 8 

Black Dice, 
Devendra Banhart, 
a female response 
to crunk, Franz 
Ferdinand, Sufjan 
Stevens, Vashti 
Bunyan, Alexander 
Tucker, Sons & 
Daughters, Patti 
Smith, Yat-Kha 



Issue 7 

Sonic Youth, Smog, 
Kevin Blechdom, 
Oneida, The Blow, 
Architecture In 
Helsinki, Optimo, 
Bloc Party, A Hawk 
And A Hacksaw, 
Black Mountain 






Issue 6 

Afrirampo, 
Electrelane, Antony 
& The Johnsons, 
Sleater-Kinney, 
Quasimoto, ESG, 
Gang Gang Dance, 
Martha Wainwright, 
Final Fantasy, 
The White Stripes, 
JT Leroy 




Issue 5 

Arcade Fire, 
Ellen Allien, 
M Ward, Yeah Yeah 
Yeahs, Nirvana, 
Lance Bangs, 
Hood, Prefuse 73, 
Slint, Sway Dasafo, 
Tracy & The Plastics, 
Alisdair Roberts, 
M.I.A 



Issue 4 

Smoosh, Lydia 
Lunch, Roots 
Manuva, Comets 
On Fire, M Ward, 
Bright Eyes, 
Deerhoof, The Field 
Mice, Sons And 
Daughters, Jeans 
Team, The Gin 
Palace, Losoul 



Issue 3 

Magnetic Fields, 
John Peel, LCD 
Soundsystem, 
TV On The Radio, 
Avenue D, Nick 
Cave, The Mae Shi, 
!!!,Spektrum, 
Rodney P and UK 
hip hop, RTX 



Issue 0.5 

Joanna Newsom, 
The 5678s, Shystie, 
Comets On Fire, 
Jack Rose, 
Marine Girls, David 
Cross, Benicassim, 
TheThermals, 
Ian Svenonius, 
The Bug, LeTigre, 
Estelle 



Issue 

Chicks On Speed, 
Graham Coxon, 
The Von Bondies, 
OOIOO,The 
Mountain Goats, 
Electrelane, 
Lightning Bolt + 
Load Records, Gravy 
Train!!!, Kaito, The 
Pastels, Spektrum 



SUBSCRIPTIONS 



UK - 12 issues for £35 (save £4.90 on the cover price) 

EU airmail - 12 issues for £55 

Rest of the World airmail - 12 issues for £75 

Send cheques to: Plan B Publishing, PO Box 5047, Hove, BN52 9WY, UK 

Or visit www.planbmag.com/order and pay by credit card, debit card, or Paypal 



Check out www.planbmag.com for 
web-exclusive interviews, reviews, articles 
and staff weblogs, stockist information, 
gig guide, secure ordering and the ever 
throbbing discussion forums. 

Plus archive articles and reviews from the 
first two years of Plan B. 



The first 25 subscribers will also receive 
a copy of Mary Anne Hobbs' Warrior Dubz 
selection on Planet Mu, featuring tracks 
from the likes of Burial, Plasticman, Kode 9, 
The Bug, JME and Digital Mystikz. 

"It's stolen imaginations, caused dark addictions, and 
boomed its way at 140 BPM into our hearts. Now 
dubstep re-angles its big, spacious low-end vibrations 
to warm up the winter. Warrior Dubz is an awesome 
and inspiring view of the UK underground" - Plan £#16 



Warrior Dubz is distributed and marketed by SRD. 
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To qualify for this offer, please mention PB18 
on the back of your cheque, or in the Paypal 
comments box. 



The next issue of Plan B is in WH Smith, 
independent newsagents. Borders, HMV, 
Fopp, Virgin Megastores, Waterstones and 
all good record shops the week beginning 5 
March 2007. If you have difficulty finding a 
copy, please enquire at your local record 
shop. For independent newsagents, you can 
ask them to order it at the counter, or email 
andrews@warnersgroup.co.uk 
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Guy Richard Smit 



21 .02.07-31 .03.07, Fred, 45 Vyner Street, 
London E2 9DQ 

In the alarmingly convincing Jonathan Grossmalerman, New 
Yorker Guy Richard Smit has created an egomaniac alter ego, 
exposing the cliches of art stardom that continue to dictate 
success in our supposedly post-romantic era. As lead singer 
of Maxi Geil ! and Playcolt, he has allowed the cheesy ex-pom 
star protagonist of his rock opera Nausea 2 'to camp it up as 
a glam rock musician. Smit's watercolours similarly parody 
art world stereotypes, but risk collapsing his irony endgame 
by reverting to the dead object of spectacular contemplation. 
Nevertheless, although this kind of critique can be all too 
digestable, given the right dosage it still leaves a bittersweet 
aftertaste with potentially homeopathic properties. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



The Dream Of Putrefaction 



1 3.01 .07-25.02.07, Metropole Galleries, 
The Leas, Folkestone 

Despite sounding like a Carcass reissue, this group show 
explores the glossy surfaces of the hyperreal twice removed, 
suggesting that the fetishised world of consumerism has 
been replaced by a datastream of malleable pixels and 
images. Artists including Amanda Beech, Kirsten Glass and 
Luke Caulfield appropriate the vocabularies of pulp fiction, 
pornography and lifestyle magazines. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



Being Lady Lucy 



20.01.07-10.03.07, London Metropolitan University, 
59-63 Whitechapel High Street, London E1 

Several bodies of work by the prolific Bristol-based artist, 
compulsive sketcher, roving skateboarder and Plan B 
illustrator Lady Lucy, produced over the past couple of years. 
Taking inspiration from zines, ballroom dancers, skaters, 
hip hop, filmographies, fan culture, friendship and feminism, 
Lady Lucy's drawings combine DIY spontaneity and honesty 
with an assured and distinctive technique. 
Frances Morgan 



Tino Sehgal: This Success, This Failure 



29.01 .07- 04.03.07, ICA, The Mall, London SW1 

Tino Sehgal's work interrogates the relationship between 
people within a gallery space. At its best, it has an amusing 
theatrical effect, surprising the visitor with a singing 
invigilator or an encircling group of undercover performers 
without forcing the kind of hippie good vibrations sought 
out by other artists working under the unfortunate remit of 
relational aesthetics. At its worst, it imposes an annoyingly 
vacuous dialogue with the hired help, and as ace as the idea 
of a discussion about art with a little girl sounds, it can be 
a little on the dull side. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



We Jews have never been the coolest bunch. 
Sure, we try to blend in with the right clothes and 
hairstyles, but we rarely get it right. Our trainers 
are too long, or our hair curls obstinately out of 
style. Some even try to keep their Jewish-ness under 
wraps, buying The Daily Mai! and dressing in tweed. 
But you can always spot a Jew - invariably walking 
on the goofy side of the street. Well, no more. 
It's time to stand up and bus' that Jewf ro with pride, 
because it's officially cool to be Jewish. And it's all 
thanks to Jewdas: the Jews' Messiah. 

"Not by power, nor by might...", in true Judaic 
tradition, Jewdas' Charlie Phillips is a mild-mannered 
young thing. With scruffy hair and floppy gestures, 
he hardly flies in the face of the stereotypical image. 
But that, it seems, is the point. "British Jews are 
quite geeky. Jewdas seeks to celebrate that, " 
explains Charlie. But Jewdas promotes an 
alternative image to that of the conservative 
mainstream, exposing the radical counterculture 
currently thriving in the London underground - 
"To show that some Jews are actually quite 
intelligent and funny. . .That it's cool to be Jewish. " 

Jewdas has been bringing cool Jews together 
since August 2005. Their first big event, PunkPurim, 
brought a ritual Jewish festival to a squat in East 
London. Two thousand years of tradition were 
promptly torn apart by 500 subversives and 
reassembled for a new generation. PunkPurim 
was, "Jewish hipsterism meets Israeli hardcore 
metal meets UK anarchist collectives meets anti- 
nomianChassidism", apparently. It was also quite 
a good night, by all accounts. But Jewdas isn't 
just a party. The website posts hilariously scathing 
attacks on the British Jewish establishment, 
alongside plugs for forthcoming raves, displays 
and screenings. The site also features a 'Fat Jews' 
page, where you can rate the obesity of such Yidden 
as Vanessa Feltz and Roseanne Barr against King 
Fatty Bum-Bum himself, Ariel Sharon. It is not an 
exhaustive manifesto. It's about politics and parties, 
not party politics. 

But mixing raves with satire is like mixing 
milkwith meat-the Jews ain't gonna be happy. 
So when Jewdas flyered their second event, 
Protocols Of The Elephants Of Zion, they ended 
up getting arrested for anti-Semitism. True, their 
flyers featured anti-Semitic pictures, but, "Like black 
'niggers' or gay 'queers', this was about reclaiming 
negative imagery -taking the initiative from the far 
right," as Charlie claims. Unfortunately, the joke 
was wasted on Jewish conservatives, who don't 
like their boat rocked. Charlie insists it was they who 



called the police, even though, or perhaps precisely 
because, they knew who Jewdas were. "These 
were Jews who didn't have the bollocks to speak 
face to face," he says. 

Since then, the Jewdas movement has 
snowballed on the back of the misdemeanour, 
with national papers crying out for an interview. 
Even that obnoxious mouthpiece of narrow- 
mindedness, The Daily Mail, wanted words. Jewdas 
accepted - on the condition that the paper printed 
a full-page apology for their support of fascism in 
the Thirties. Unsurprisingly, they never heard back. 

Of course, Jewdas gets right up the big noses 
of certain Jews, and it's hardly surprising when you 
check out the website. In what, incredibly, Charlie 
describes as a 'love letter' of admiration, Jewdas 
depicts: "The Hassid retards. The strangely shaped 



'British Jews are quite 
geeky. Jewdas seeks to 
celebrate that' 



women with the perma-grins. The ones who can 
barely see, are doused in acne and facial hair, and 
have teeth down to their chins. " But beneath the 
provocative language lies a kind of eulogy. Jewdas 
admires the Hassidim for their proud otherness, 
even if the result is a million miles from Jewdas' 
aims. The language is shocking, even puerile, 
but it gets you listening. And in provoking 
a reaction, it gets you thinking. 

All the same, Jewdas has called time on its 
negativity. A revamped website will celebrate the 
positive aspects of Jewish identity, with space for 
creative input from artists, writers and filmmakers. 
Unfortunately, the parties are also being put on the 
back burner, to make way for smaller screenings, 
debates and craft events. 

So, with less vitriol and fewer raves, is Jewdas 
already deradicalising? Well, there's a retreat to an 
organic farm planned for the summer, featuring 
cow-milking, veggie-planting and performances. 
A nod to the kibbutzim of old, it's yet another way 
for Jewdas "to revive the radical traditions of a 
Jewish past for the modern world. " A new direction 
then, but radical Jewdasism is onlyjust beginning 
- and Jews can only get cooler. Respect is Jew. 

www.jewdas.org 
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\w/ revenge of ...dj hell 

Words: kicking_k 



OK f so clearly you have memorised (at least) 
one piece of ridiculous hyperbole regarding 
your work. Please quote your favourite here. 

"Here's some I remember- if I like it or not is 
another question. A German magazine called me 
the best-dressed DJ. One said I am the 'James Bond 
of techno'. Or, a good one, I am the 'soul of German 
techno'. Some said I am the creator of electroclash 
- very funny. The hype machine never stops. " 

Do you read your own press releases? Do 
you feel they represent you adequately? 

"Very important in my life is not believing what the 
press says about me and Gigolo, or the artists on 
Gigolo... I read my pressreleases, of course, and 
sometimes I even call the journalist and want to 
know why he wrote something personal or really 



'I would like to 
do BMW or Nike 
commercials - also 
Nokia' 



Correct your worst 
misquote. 

"The UK press sometimes 
talk about 'Teutonic beats' 
or 'Teutonic techno'..." 

If you were lucky 
enough to be a music 
magazine editor, who 
would you feature and 
why? Who would you 
put on the cover? 
" On the cover there would 
be Klaus Kinski, and inside 
stories about David Bowie, 
Robert De Niro and Vincent 
Gallo. But my idea will not 
be published -they would 
have to cover it in the shops 
like porno magazines. . . 
In the Eighties and Nineties 
I was really into The Face 
and i-D- 1 completely 
believed what they said . " 

What was the most 
heinous lie you ever told 
in an interview? 

"I don't lie in interviews 
(just if it gets boring). If you 
tell the truth about what's 
really going on the DJ world 
and the disco nightlife, 
nobody will believe you, 
so why should I?" 



What do you do when a band you don't like 
cite you as an influence? 

"So far, it's never happened -tell me one band." 

Do you ever Google yourself? 

"Yeah, why not? I like the Google Photo section, 
and your catalogue is there as well. " 

What's the favourite of your record covers and 
why? What does it, y'know, say about you? 

"I like to work with great graphic designers or 
photographers. One of my favourite covers is 
the first single of my last album - it's called 'Keep 
On Waiting' and shows me when I was 1 9 in a New 
Romantic phase, in the early Eighties." 

Have you ever made a music video that 
actually expressed something about you, or 
has it all been empty multi-media gimmickry 
and super-superficial posturing? 

"I didn't do lots of videos but 'Suicide Commando' 
is still one of my favourites. Also 'I Regret Everything' 
was pretty much my world . . .Once I directed a video 
for Tiga's 'Sunglasses At Night' with Amanda Le 
Pore and it was not very popular at all. People were 
scared or whatever. Maybe it's on YouTube. " 
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touchy in his criticism. Most of the time, the text in 
the magazine for dance music singles comes from 
the promo text they got sent - 1 feel that most of the 
time they don't even listen to the music, and if I call 
them or talk to them they always come up with the 
same answer: 'Deadlines were coming up, so there 
was no time...' But I am lucky because so far the 
press is always very enthusiastic about my work 
-even John Peel." 

What was your worst interview and/or 
photoshoot experience? What was the 
weirdest? " Photo shoots are always tricky. Most 
of the time, the magazine and the photographer 
come up with the concepts - and if you name 
yourself DJ Hell, it's strange what people have 
in their minds..." 



Are there any territories where you've 
never had any success? Where? Why do 
you think this is the case? Where are you 
biggest, geographically? 

"Geographically, it's Bavaria." 

What product/service/organisation would you 
allow your music to advertise and why? What 
kind of film and/or scene would you most like 
your music to soundtrack? 

" I would love to do more in this direction. So far 
my music was played on fashion shows or low- 
budget movies but was never used for big shoots. 
I would like to do BMW or Nike commercials - also 
Nokia. For soundtracks, I would pick Fassbinder or 
Kubrick. . .I was also thinking my music would fit 
for porno movies." 



Plan B presents Exeter Goes Pop! 

The finest in contemporary and classic 
sounds from the International Indiepop 
Underground. 

Guest DJs from Plan B, Tangents and Think 
Small. PLUS: zines, badges, fun and frenzy. 

Friday 9 February, The Phoenix, Exeter 
8-1 1 pm, admission free 

Plan B is looking to work with venues, 
promoters and labels on gigs, club nights, 
exhibitions and parties. If you've got an idea 
for an event in your area, please contact 
Chris Houghton chris@planbmag.com 
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NEVE* GOOUTSJDF AGAIN 



NEW ALBUM 



OUT NOW OH DELUXE FGLO OUT CD P AND SUPER DELUXE TRIPLE G ATEFOLD DOUBLE VINYL, WITH 4 BONUS TRACKS TO BOOTH 






HISSING FAUNA, ARE YOU THE DE- 
STROYER? 

DESTINED TO BE ONE OF THE ALBUMS OF 2Q07M 
OUTSTANDING NEW ALBUM FROM OF MONTREAL. A 
MfX OF PSYCHE-TINGED MELODIES. BARGAIN 
BASEMENT ELECTRO AND DISCO FUELLED INDIE 
ALL CHANNELLED THROUGH MULTIPLE HARMONIES 
THAT ALSO EVOKE THE SPIRIT OF EARLY PRJNCE- 
ITS FUNKY. OCCASIONALLY SEXY AND BRILLIANT 
UK TOUR IN APRIL 

POLYVINYL RECORD CO. 
CD -3 LP 



Available at 



^»HMV 



HMV.CO.UK 



f O rt G F0 * WHOLESALE INFORM ATK3M PLEASE CALL FQflTE ON &&7D7 62 2S64 
m UB k dbirtbuiiHt OB VISfF WWWFORTEDISrmiSUTI0N.CO.UK 






FLOWER COBSANO DUO 
THE RADIANT MIRROR 

IN THIS DUQ r GHFUS CQftSANO PLAYS DRUMS WITH 
MJQt RQWER OK SHAM FJAAJA ( A JAPANESE ELECTRIC 
DULCIMER ALFTU-HARP).. THE RESULT IS ONE OF THE 
MOST MESMERISING, AUtO-PfljQPElLED OUTFITS 
AROOND, MJSTNG EASTERN MYSTIC VIBES WITH 
BOTTOM END POWER, UK SHOWS THIS MONTH I 
TEXTILE - LP/ CO 



WIRES ON FIR£ - $fT 

MODERN ROCK AND ROLL AT ITS VERY BEST DRAWING 
COMPARISONS FfcOM JESUS LIZARD, £A*LY 
MUDHOHEX THE BIKTHDAY PARTY AND HOT SNAKES: 
THE MOST SCINTILLATING LONG-PLAVERTD FIGHT 
ITS WAY OUT Of LOS ANGELES' GREASY &ELLY BUTTON 
SINCE THE IQVfiUS L3NES MONO." 9/ if* DROWNED IN 
SOUND 
BUQPYHEAD-CO 




MIKA HIKO - CY.S.LA.S.F. 

KILLER DFJBLJT FROM THIS FEMALE FWEPIECE FROM LA, 
DRAWING COMPARISONS TO EARLY RED KRQ5S, THE 
SLITS AND THE LIKE, f URIQUS REAL PUNK ROCK 
ACTION WITH TUNES AMONGST THE M1K. 
KILL ROCK STARS -CD 



TREECREEPEP- GRAIN 

N0-NQMSEN5E ALT-COUNTRY ROCK FROM THJS 

LONDON FlftJJD.. INFORMED 0Y A LOVE OF DINOSAUR 

JF^. LAR.LY SCREAMING TREES, THE REPLACEMENTS 

AND 50I\J VOLT, WHILST PROPELLED BY LYRIC rST .- 

SINGER WILL BURNS 1 WEARY r POETIC SONGS. 

I RON WE ED RECORDINGS - CO 



H US LINE - BLACK PRESENTS 

FOUR NEW SONGS FROM LA FIREBRANDS THE ICARUS 
LINE, TWO Of- THE TRACKS HEM WILL FEATURE ON 

THEIR LQMG AWAITED NEW ALBUM, THE DARK LORDS 
OF POP ARE BACK AND HAVE LOST NONE OF THEIR 
DEATH - CmiNG URGENCY 
DIM MAK- CD 
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SHEDDING - WHAT GOD DOGSN Y BL£SS, YOU 
WONT LOVE:.,. " .WHAT YOU DONT LOVE, THE 
CHILD WONT KNOW- 

1NSPJRE0 Br EftJC OOLPHY FLUTE C0HP05ITIGNS, FOR 

FANS OF NUflSE WITH WOUND, FAUST, MOUSE ON 
MARS, DAVID GRUBFJ5, GREG DAVIS ETC. 
HDWETAPES LP/CD 



^V I IT M f\ I Jlf AVAILABLE AT ALL GOOD RECORD STORES AND MAIL ORDERS f Ofte 
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